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CHAPTEE XLIIL 

AN IRRUPTION ON MARK CRAY. 

If anything could exceed the prosperity of the Great 
Wheal Bang Mine itself, it was the prosperity of those 
immediately connected with it There was only one 
little drawback — ready money ran short It had been 
short a long while, and the inconvenience was great in 
consequence; but the prolonged inconvenience was 
now approaching to such a height that even that san- 
guine spirit, Barker, even Mark Cray in his confiding 
carelessness, felt that something must be done to re- 
medy it 

Of course the cause of this will be readily divined 
— that the Great Wheal Bang's ore was not yet in the 
market The heat of summer had passed, September 
was in with its soft air and its cool breezes, and still 
that valuable ore had not begun to " realise." It was 
obstinate ore, and it persisted in giving the greatest 
possible trouble before it would come out of its mother 
earth, where it had been imbedded for ages and ages. 

Ill B 
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Those who understood the matter best> and the process 
of working these mines, tedious at all times, did not 
consider that any time was being lost ; and it is more 
than probable that the impatience of Barker and Mark 
Cray alone caused the delay to appear unduly long. 

The money swallowed up by that mine was enor- 
mous, and Mark Cray got half dismayed at odd 
moments. The shareholders were growing tired of the 
calls upon their pockets ; yet they were on the whole 
confiding shareholders, believing implicitly in the 
mine and its final results. As a natural sequence, 
the mine's wants being so great, its mouth so greedy 
a one, Mark Cray and his friend could have the less 
money to play with on their own score : still they 
managed to secure a little for absolute personal wants, 
and tradespeople of all denominations were eager to 
supply anything and everything to the great men of 
the Great Wheal Bang. How entire was the confid- 
ence placed in the mine by these two masters of it, 
may be seen from the fact of their depriving them- 
selves of money to pour it into the ever-open chasm. 
They might so easily have diverted a little channel 
into their own pockets ! True, it might not have been 
quite the honest thing to do, but in these matters few 
men are scrupulous. Mark had surreptitiously sent a 
few shares into the market and realised the proceeds ; 
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but he had done it with reluctance : he did not care 
to part with his shares ; neither was it well that the 
Great Wheal Bang's shares should be afloat. 

Standing at the window of their drawing-room on 
this balmy September afternoon, were Mark Cray and 
his wife. The fashionable world were of course not 
in London, but Mr. and Mrs. Cray formed an excep- 
tion — there is no rule without one, you know. Mark 
felt that he could not be absent from those attractive 
offices in the City, even for a day. It was well that 
one of them should be seen there, and Barker was 
everlastingly running down into Wales. * Never 
mind, Carine,*' he said to his wife. ** We'll take it out 
next year : well have a three-months' autumn trip in 
Germany. The money will be rolling in upon us 
then, and I need not stick here to keep the share- 
holders in good humour, as I have to do now." Carine 
obediently acquiesced ; and she did it with cheerful- 
ness : she had not been sufficiently long in her new 
and luxurious home to care about leaving it 

But she solaced herself with all the gaiety that 
was obtainable within reach. Drives out of town 
by day, and the theatre at night, or some other 
amusement accessible in September. On this day they 
had been to a wedding at the house of some new 
friends at Bichmond ; and they had but now returned 



4 OSWALD CRAY. 

If you look out you may see the fine carriage with its 
four grey horses just turning from the door, for Caro- 
line, capricious Caroline, wayward and whimsical as 
a child, had stepped out of it undecided whether to go 
out again and drive in the Park before dinner. So she 
kept the carriage waiting until she was pleased to de- 
cide not to go. 

'^ I am a little tired, Mark, and they'd be ever so 
long taking out those post-horses and putting in our 
own," she said to her husband. ** We could never go 
in the Park with four horses, and postboys wearing 
white favours. Empty as the drive is, we should 
have a crowd round us." 

" Taking you for the bride ; and a very pretty one !" 
returned Mark, gallantly. 

Caroline laughed ; a little all-conscious laugh of 
vanity. She laid her beautiful bonnet of real lace and 
marabouts — andforwhich the millinerwould assuredly 
charge £10 — on a side-table, and threw off her costly 
white lace mantle. The folds of her silk dress, its 
colour the delicate bloom of the spring lilac, rustled 
as she went back to the window. 

" Only think, Mark, we have been married nearly 
a year ! It will be a year next month." 

Mark stood with his face close to the window. 
He was looking at the trees in the Green Park, their 
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leaves playing in the golden light of the setting sun. 
Caroline flirted a few drops on her handkerchief from 
the miniature essence-bottle dangling from her wrist, 
and raised it to her carmine cheeks. The day's ex- 
citement had brought to them that rich bloom so sus- 
piciously beautifuL 

" I declare there's Barker l** exclaimed Mark. " I 
thought he'd be in." 

Mr. Barker was dashing up the street in a cab, as 
fast as the horse's legs would go. He had been at the 
ofl&ces all day, doing duty for Mark. He saw them 
at the window, and g&ve them a nod as he leaped out. 
Mark looked at his watch and found it wanted yet 
some time to dinner. They sat down now, all three 
together, leaving the window to take care of itself. 
There was always so much to say when Barker was 
there. He talked so fast and so untiringly ; present 
doings and future prospects were so good ; and Caro- 
line was as much at home in it as they were. They 
had had a splendid day in the City, Barker said volu- 
bly, except for grumbling. A hundred, or so, groaning 
old disappointed fellows had been in, who wanted to 
embark in the Wheal Bang and make their fortunes, 
but there were no shares to be had for love or money, 
and they were fit to bite their fingers off. Altogether, 
nothing could be more smooth, more delightful than 
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affairs, and Barker had received news from the mines 
that morning, promising loads upon loads of ore in a 
month or so's tima 

Mark rubbed his hands. ** I say, Barker, what 
do you say to a quiet little dinner at Blackwall to- 
morrow ?" cried ha "I and Carine are thinking of 
driving down. Will you come V 

** Don't mind if I do," returned Barker. « What 
time?" 

" Well, not very lata The evenings are not so 
light as they were. Suppose we say " 

Before the hour had left Mark's lips, he was stop- 
ped by a commotion. A sound as of much talking 
and bumping of boxes in the hall below : of boxes 
that appeared to be coming into the house. Caroline 
went to the window and saw a cab drawn up to the 
door, a last trunk being taken off it^ and three band- 
boxes in a row on the pavement 

"Why, who can it be?" she exclaimed. 

The question was soon set at rest. A lady in 
fashionable half-mourning entered the room and 
clasped Mark round the neck. Three young ladies 
entered after her and clasped Mark also, all three at 
once, two by the arms, one by the coat-tails. Mr. 
Barker's red whiskers stood out in wonder at the sights 
and Caroline's violet eyes opened to their utmost width. 
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" We thought we'd take you by suTprise, darling * 
the elder lady was saying. ""The girls declared it 
would be delightful I couldn't afford any change for 
them this year, Mark, out of my poor means, and we 
determined to pay you a visit for a few days. And 
so we have come, and I hope you can take us in.'' 

*' Yes, but don't smother me, all of you at once,* 
was poor Mark's answer. ''I am glad to see you, 
mother ; and I am sure my wife — Caroline, you re- 
member my mother and my sister&" 

It was certainly an imposing number to take a 
house by storm, and there was vexation in Mark's eye 
as he looked deprecatingly at his wife. But Caroline 
rose superior to the emergency. She came forward 
prettily and gracefully, and welcomed them all with 
a cordial smile. Mrs. Cray the elder could not take 
her eyes horn her face : she thought she had never 
seen one grown so lovely. She withdrew them at 
length and turned them on Mr. Barker. 

But that gentleman scarcely needed an introduc- 
tion. He was of that free and easy nature that makes 
itself at home without one; and in an incredibly 
short time, before indeed the strangers had taken theii: 
bonnets off, he was chattering to them as familiarly as 
though he had known them for years. They were 
rather pleasing girls, these sisters of Mark — ^Fanny, 
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Margaret, and Nina : very accomplished, very useless, 
and bearing about them the tone of good society. 

Leaving Mark to welcome them, we must turn for 
an instant to the house of Miss DavenaL Sara was 
at rest, for she had paid Mr. Alfred King. In her 
desperate need — ^it surely might be called such ! — she 
wrote the facts of the case to Mr. Wheatley. Not 
telling him the details, not saying a word that might 
not have been disclosed to the whole body of police 
themselves, but simply stating to him that she had 
very urgent need of this two hundred pounds for her 
father^s sake. The result was that Mr. Wheatley sent 
her the money. But he was not a rich man, and he 
candidly told her he coidd not have done it but for 
the certainty there existed of its speedy return to 
him. Sara lost not a moment in seeking another and 
a final interview with Mr. Alfred King. The papers 
were given up to her, the receipt signed, all was done 
as specified by Dr. Davenal, and the affair and the 
danger to Edward were alike at an end. The horrible 
nightmare on Sara Davenal's days was lifted ; the 
fear which had been making her old before her time 
was over. Her countenance lost its look of wearing 
pain, and she seemed like a child again in her free- 
dom from oare. 

Yes, the dreadful nightmare was over, and Sara 
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was at rest In her immunity from pain, in her 
renewed happiness, it ahnost seemed as if the world 
might still have charms for her. Tou can look at 
her as she stands in the drawing-room by Miss 
Davenal's side. It is the same evening as the 
one spoken of above, when Mra Cray and her 
daughters made that irruption upon Mark. Sara is 
in evening dress — a black gauze, with a little white 
net quilling on the low body and sleeves. Her 
white cloak lies on the sofa, and she is drawing on 
some new lavender gloves. But look at her face ! 
at her cheek's rich colour I at the sweet smile on 
the lips, at the bright eye! Is it the anticipated 
evening's enjoyment that is calling these forth ? No 
no ; the pleasant signs spring from a heart at rest ; 
a heart that had long been aching, worn, terrified 
with a secret care. 

It was very rare indeed that Miss Davenal went 
out, but she had accepted an invitation for dinner 
that evening. She had a few friends in London, not 
new ones (of new ones she had made none); but 
old acquaintances of her earlier days. The friend 
she was going to this evening, Lady Eeid, had been 
her schoolfellow at Hallingham ; they had grown up 
together, and Bettina Davenal was her bridesmaid 
when she married young Lieutenant Eeid, who had 
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then his fortune to make. He made it out in India, 
and he came home a colonel and a KC.B. ; came 
home only to die, as is the case with too many 
who have spent their best days in the Indian 
empire. His widow lived at Brompton, and Miss 
Davenal and she liked nothing better than to spend 
an hour together and talk of the days when they 
were so young and hopeful How diflferent, how 
diflferent to them was the world now ! Could it be 
the same world? Many of you, my readers, have 
asked the very question. 

Neal had gone to the livery stables to order round 
a carriage, for Miss Bettina had a horror of cabs, and 
had not put her foot inside one since the evening of 
her arrival in London. She stood in her rich black 
silk and her cap of that fine white lace called point 
d'Angleterre, glancing from the window and talking 
with Sara. They had had news from Bombay that 
afternoon from Edward. Great news ! and perhaps 
Sara's cheeks owed some of their unusual colour 
to this. 

Captain Davenal was married. He had fallen in 
love with a pretty girl in India, or she had fallen in 
love with him, and they were married. She was an 
only child, he wrote them word, and an heiress ; her 
name Bose Beid, now Hose DavenaL Miss Davenal 
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felt nearly sure it must be a niece of her old friend 
to whom she was that evening engaged. Lady Beid's 
late husband had a brother in the civil service at 
Bombay, reported to be a rich man, and it was pro- 
bable this was his daughter. 

**It is just like Edward,** she said tartly to 
Sara, as she watched for the carriage. ''To think 
that he should many after a month or two's ac- 
quaintance I He can't have known her much 
longer." 

" But he says she is so pretty, aunt ; so loveable T 
was Sara's pleading answer. "And — if she is an 
heiress, I am very glad for Edward's sake." 

''Ah," grimly returned Miss Bettina, having as 
usual heard all awry, " that's it^ no doubt, the 
money's sake. 1 don't forget a good old proverb : 
' Marry in haste and repent at leisure I' Here 
comes the carriage." 

They went down to it. Neal, all perfection as 
usual, assisted them in and took his place by the 
side of the driver. They were nearly at their 
journey's end when, in passing a row of houses, Sara, 
who happened to be looking out, saw Oswald Cray 
at one of the windows : and by his side a fair face 
half hidden by the crimson curtain ; the face of Jane 
AUister. 
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A mist gathered over her ^es and her heart 
She looked out still, mechanically ; she saw the name 
written up as they left the houses behind them, 
•* Bangalore Terrace ;" she answered her aunf s re- 
marks as before ; but the change within her was as if 
sunshine had given place to night. 

I¥h7, could she still be cherishing those past 
hopes? Xo : never for an instant. She knew that 
all was over between her and Oswald Craj ; that he 
was entirely lost to her. But she could not put awaj 
from her the old feelings and the old love ; she could 
not see him thus in familiar companionship with 
another, without bitter pangs and wild emotion. 
Perhaps Jane Allister was to be his wife I 

Xeal I^ them at Lady Beid's^ his orders being to 
return with the carriage a quarter before eleven. 
When he reached home it was dusk; and Dorcas, at- 
tired in her bonnet and shawl, came to him in the 
passage, and said she was goii^ out to do a little 
shoppii^ 

Keal watched her fairly oS, and then went in- 
dom& He cl!»ed the shutteis of the dinii^ parlour, 
went upfDtliednwii^f-ioom,whprehe sdt die candle 
on Ae tabk; and dosed those shutters alsa He took 
a letsmdy survey of the room, apparently seardiii^ 
far something and readii^ em pastaui, a note or two 
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left upon the mantel-piece^ and then he took his seat 
before Sara's desk. 

That little episode, the spoiled lock of the doctor's 
desk, had taught him caution ; he would not make 
the same mistake with this. Neal was an adept at 
his work : and, by the ingenious use of a penknife 
and a piece of wire, the desk was opened. It may be 
a question how long Neal had waited for this oppor- 
tunity. Such a one had not occurred for months : 
his ladies out, and Dorcas out; and the house 
wrapped in the silence of night, and not likely to be 
invaded. 

And now, a word to my readers. Should there 
be any among you who may feel inclined to cavil at 
this description of Neal's treachery, deeming it im- 
probable, let me tell you that it is but the simple 
truth — a recital of an episode in real life. The read- 
ing of the letters, the opening of the desks, the 
ferreting propensities, the treachery altogether, were 
practised by a retainer in a certain family, and the 
mischief wrought was incalculable. It separated 
those in spirit who had never been separated 
before ; it gave rise to all sorts of misconception and 
ill-feeling ; it caused animosity to prevail between 
relatives for years : and the worst was — the worsts 
the worst ! — that some of those relatives were never 
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reconciled again in this world, for, before the truth 

came to light, death had been busy. As Coleridge 

says, 

" Whispering tongues can poison truth." 

What Neal's motive was, I cannot tell you. 
"What the motive of that other one was, was as little 
to be traced. There was nothing to be gained by it, 
so far as could be seen. It may have been that the 
prying propensities were innate in both natures ; the 
love of working mischief inherent in their hearts. 
Certainly it was the ruling passion of their livea 
The most extraordinary inventions, the strangest 
stories were related by the one : you will find, before 
you have done with the other, that they were not 
abjured by him. 

The first letter Neal came to in the desk — at 
least, the first he opened — happened to be one from 
Mr. Wheatley. By that he learned that two hundred 
pounds had been lent to Sara in the summer, for the 
" completion of the payment she spoke of" Coupled 
with his previously acquired knowledge, Neal came 
to the conclusion that the trouble as regarded Captain 
Davenal was over, and th^ money paid. The precise 
nature of the trouble Neal had never succeeded in 
arriving at, but he did know that money had to be 
paid in secret on his account The next letter he 
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came upon^ was the one received from the Captain 
that day : and if Keal had hoped to find groans and 
trouble and difficulty in it, he was most completely 
disappointed. It was one of the simniest letters 
ever read ; it spoke of his girl-wife and his own 
happiness : not a breath was there in it of care in 
any shape. Keal was nonplussed : and the letters 
did not afford him pleasure. 

" The thing all settled ! — ^the money paid !" he 
repeated to himself, revolving the various items of 
news. " No wonder she has looked sprightly lately. 
Why, for months after the doctor's death, she seemed 
fit to hang herself! I thought some change had 
come to her. And he is married, is he! — and has 
picked up an heiress ! I don't like that Some folks 
do have the luck of it in this world. It's a great 
shame ! And she has no right to be happy, for I 
know she hates ma I know she suspects me, that's 
more. Ill try — I'll try and deal out a little small 
coin in exchanga There's always that other thing, 
thank goodness; the break with Mr. Oswald Cray. 
I wonder if she saw him this evening at that window ? 
I did ; and I saw the young lady too. I hope it's 
going to be a match, if only to serve out this one V* 

With this charitable wish, Mr. Neal resiimed his 
research of the desk. But nothing more of particular 
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moment turned up, and he soon made it fast again in 
his own artistic manner, which defied detection. 

And when Dorcas came in, she found Neal, his 
supper eaten, stretched comfortably before the kitchen 
fire, taking a doze. 



CHAPTEK XLIV. 

"WAS SHE NEVER TO BE AT PEACE? 

News of an unpleasant nature was on its way to 
Miss Davenal and Sara ; but they sat at breakfast, 
unconscious of its nearness, waited upon by Neal 
the immaculate, in all confiding security, and entirely 
unsuspicious of that gentleman's desk researches of 
the previous evening. A letter came in; it was 
directed to Miss Davenal in the handwriting of Dr. 
Keen. 

"What's agatd now?" exclaimed Miss Davenal, 
as she opened it. For it was not very usual for the 
doctor to write in the middle of a quarter. 

"Dear Madam,— 

"I grieve much to have to inform you that an 
accident has happened to your nephew Leopold. It 
being a half-holiday yesterday aibemoon (granted ac- 
cording to annual custom, on the auspicious occasion 
of Mrs. Keen's birthday), the young gentlemen had 
III B 2 
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leave accorded them to go into the fields and gather 
blackberries. Engaged in this (hitherto deemed 
harmless) recreation, Leopold imfortunately met with 
a falL In stretching up to reach a high branch, he 
lost his balance, and fell from the top of a bank I 
fear he may have been pushed, but the boys appear 
not to be quite clear upon the point. At any rate, he 
fell in some way with his arm doubled under him, 
and on examination, it proved to be broken. 

" Deeply sorry as I am to be obliged to impart to 
you this sad news, I can yet qualify it in some degree 
by stating that it is a simple fractura It was at once 
set, and the surgeon assures me it will do as well as 
possible. Mrs. Keen bids me say that she does not 
think Master Leopold has appeared very strong of 
late ; I have remarked myself that he looks delicate. 
Master Davenal, I am happy to say, is quite well, 
and gives us every satisfaction in his studies, in 
which he takes great pleasure. 

" With very kind remembrances from Mrs. Keen 
to yourself and Miss Sara Davenal, and best compli- 
ments from myself, — 

" I remain, dear Madam, 

" Faithfully yours, 

''John Keen. 

" Miss DavenaL" 
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Miss Bettina gave the letter to her niece in an 
access of vexation. " If that mischievous Dick was 
not at the bottom of it, I shall wonder I" she ex« 
claimed. '' He pushed him off in his roughness. He 
is rough." 

Sara gathered in the words of the letter in silence, 
with strained eyes and a beating heart. 

" I'd have every blackberry-tree in the land rooted 
up, if I had my will," proceeded Miss Bettinju " Boys 
are as venturesome as monkeys when their mouths 
are in question. They don't care for their clothes or 
how they get torn ; they don't care for their shirt- 
fronts or how they get stained ; they fight, and 
quarrel, and climb, and scratch their hands and faces 
with the thorns, and all for greediness — that they 
may fill themselves with those rubbishing berries. 
And now they have caused this mischief I The bojr's 
arm may be weak for life. Yes, if I had the power, 
I'd destroy every blackberry-tree that grows. I 
should think Dr. Keen will interdict ' blackberry ing' 
for the future." 

"I wonder how it happened I" said Sara> mus- 
ingly. 

"So do I," said Miss Bettina, in a tart tone. 
'' One would think the bank was as high as a house. 
They'd climb up a house, boys would, if they thought 
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they should find blackberries growing upon its roof. 
Ah, never shall I forget — it has this moment recurred 
to my mind — ^Leo's father coming home in a sorry 
plight when he was a boy. He went blackberrying. 
He went without anybody's knowledge, too, and was 
absent for hours, and we grew alarmed at home, as 
was natural, for he was but a little fellow of eight. 
I remember my dear mother feared he had fallen into 
some pond, but we children thought Johnny had gone 
after the wild-beast caravan, which had been in the 
town exhibiting two bears and an elephant. He 
arrived at home at dusk ; and I'm sure he looked 
more fit to belong to a caravan than to a gentleman's 
house. His knees were out of his trousers, and his 
brown-holland blouse was in floimces, and his shirt- 
frill had three hanging rents in it, and his hair and 
face and hands were crimson with the stains, causing 
my mother to cry out with fear at the first sight of 
him. To crown all, he had filled his new straw hat 
with the blackberries, and the juice was dropping 
through the crown ! John does not forget that ex- 
ploit, I know, to this day. Your grandpapa gave him 
a sound whipping and sent him to bed supperless ; 
not so much for the plight he had put himself into, 
as for roaming out alone and frightening my dear 
mother. Johnny was ill for three days afterwards 
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with stomach-ache, from the quantity he had devoured. 
He remembers blackberrying, I know ; and I should 
think Mr. Leo will, after this." 

" I hope his arm will soon be well 1" 

"Dr. Keen might have mentioned what surgeon 
was attending to it ! If Mark Cray had remained at 
Hallingham," continued Miss Bettina, very sharply — 
for it was impossible for her to speak of that exit of 
Mark's without sharpness — ''he might have gone 
over by rail, and seen that it was being properly 
^What do you say, Neal ?" 

Miss Bettina's interruption was caused by the 
entrance of Neal. Mrs. Cray's maid had come round, 
and was waiting to speak to Miss Sara. 

" Let her come in," said Miss Bettina. 

The tone was as sharp a one as that just given 
to the absent Mark. Caroline's maid, a remarkably 
fashionable damsel, did not reign in the favour of 
Miss Bettina. She came in in obedience to orders ; 
a pink gauze bonnet on the back of her head, and a 
pair of dirty and very tight straw-coloured gloves 
strained on her hands. Miss Bettina's countenance 
lost none of its severity as she surveyed her. 

" What do you want, Long ?" 

"If you please, mem, my message is to Miss 
Sara Davenal/' returned Long, pertly, for she did not 
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like Miss Bettina any more than Miss Bettina liked 
her. 

" Tell it, then. Miss Sara Davenal's there, you 
see." 

Long fairly turned her back on Miss Bettina as 
she delivered the message she was charged with. 
She explained that Mr. Cray's mother and sisters 
had arrived unexpectedly the previous night, and the 
object of her coming round now was, to ask if Miss 
Sara Davenal would go out with Mrs. Cray senior 
that morning. 

"Arrived last night unexpectedly!" exclaimed 
Miss Bettina, who had been bending her ear. " How 
many of them?'' 

"Four," replied Long. "Mrs. Cray and three 
Miss Craya" 

" It's well the house is large I / should not like 
to be taken by storm in that way." 

" I suppose I can go, aunt V 

"I suppose you can't refuse. What's it for? 
Where is she going ?" 

" Where is Mrs. Cray going, do you know, Long ?" 
asked Sara. 

"I believe she's only going shopping, jniss," 
answered the girl, who was always civil to Sara. 
" I heard her say she must get a bonnet^ and other 
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things, befere she could appear in London. My 
mistress has promised to take the young ladies out, 
and she said perhaps you'd be so good as accom- 
pany Mrs. Cray senior, as she does not know 
London," 

" I don't think I know it much better than she 
does," observed Sara, smiling. "But you can tell 
Mrs. Cray that I shall be happy to accompany her. 
and to render her any service that I can. Oh I and, 
Long, will you tell your mistress that we have re- 
ceived sad news from Dr. Keen,'* she resumed, as the 
maid was turning away. "Poor little Leopold has 
broken his arm." 

" And that he did it scrambling after blackberries." 
indignantly added Miss Bettina. 

The maid departed, saying that Mrs. Cray senior 
would be round in the course of the morning. Sara 
went up to the drawing-room, and opened her letter- 
case, which she used sometimes instead of her desk. 
Her first thought was to write a few words to poor 
Leo. But, ere she began, she leaned her aching brow 
upon her hand ; the vision she had seen at the win- 
dow of Bangalore Terrace, as they drove to Lady 
Eeid's the previous evening, had left its sting upon 
her brain. 

A slight tap at the door, and Keal came ia He 
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could not but note the weary expression of her face 
as she looked up at him. He advanced to the table, 
some papers in his hand, and spoke in a low voice 
as if what he said was for her ear alone. 

** The postman brought another letter, Miss Sara. 
It was enclosed in this envelope addressed to me by 
Master Eichard. Perhaps you would like to see 
what he says." 

Neal was really honest in this. Possibly he saw 
no opportunity to be otherwise. Sara, in some curio- 
sity, took the papers from Neal's hands. The whole 
lot was characteristic of Dick. The envelope was 
addressed *'Mr. Neal, at Miss Davenal's. Private," 
the proper address of their residence being added. 
On opening it when delivered to him by the post- 
man, Neal had found it to contain a sealed letter for 
Miss Sara Davenal and a scrap of paper evidently 
torn from a copy-book for himself. On the latter, he 
read the following lines, and these he now showed to 
his young mistress. 

"Dear Neal, give the note to my couzin Sara 
when nobodys buy and be sure dont let aunt bett see 
it or therell be a row, E. D." 

" Oh, thank you, NeaV she said heartily. But as 
the man left the room and she broke the seal, a half 
dread came over her of what it would contain. 
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"* Dear Sara, — 

**The most horrid catastroiy has hapened, leo's 
gone and broke his arm, and I want to tell you how 
it was done I must tell somebody or I shall burst, 
leo*s a brave littel chap and kept his mouth shut 
when old Keen and the docter were asking ques- 
tions and let him think it was through the black- 
berys, we had half holliday it was Mrs. Keens berth- 
day and we went after the blackberys, this was 
yesterday afternoon, and about 6 of us, me and 
Jones and torn Keen and Halliday and leo and 
Thomson, if you want to know which of us it was, 
where separated from the rest and got into one of 
farmer 'Clupp-s feilds and what should we see but his 
poney trying to nible at the short grass, we set up a 
shout, which Halliday stoppt for fear of being heard, 
and caught him, and then there was a shindy as to 
which 3 of us should have first ride, for we were 
afifraid thered not be time for the other 3 if the 
school came up, and -the "under master dogskin (thats 
our name ior him hes a sneek) was with them, so to 
end the dispute we all 6 got on the poney and a 
stunning gallopp we had only it was rather close to 
sit, well leo was the hindmost and as he hadnt much 
beside the tail to sit on he fell off, but he must be a 
great dufif for he had held on all round the feild once, 
ni 
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he says it was Jones moved and made him Ml and 
torn Keen says hes sure it was, for Jones who has 
got the longest legs kept jogging them to make the 
poney go and he was next to leo and leo held on by 
him, I was first and guided the poney and in taking 
the sweep round at the turning leo shot off behind, 
his arm was doubled under him and a soft duffer of 
an arm it must be for it took and broke, we didnt 
know ho was gone at first, Jones called out, young 
DuvenaVa off, but wo thought nothing and galloped 
all ruiuul tlu) foilil imain, ho was lying there when we 
got back, M\i\ ]\U laoo was white and we called to 
him and ht» mwv anawej^d so we stopt the poney 
and wont U) him. iliuiea tried to pull him up and leo 
screamed, luul lialliduy oolla out Im blest if I dont 
think hes hurt, loo begim aayiug he hoped he wasnt 
kill'd, you know what a regular little muff he is, we 
picked him up at last and when we saw his arm 
hang down we were frightened above a bit, well we 
didnt know what was to be done, we carried him 
into the next feild where the poney wasnt, for fear 
of anybody suspecting and just as we had layd him 
by the bank the rest of the fellows came down the 
lane and saw us and tom keen called out that dave- 
nal junior was hurt, with that they came up and 
Marsh (thats dogskin) looks up at the high bank 
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above leo and sees the blackberys growing atop of it 
and sings out to leo, I know how this was done, you 
where on the top of that bank trying to get black- 
berys beyond your reach and you fell off it, well if 
you'll believe me sara we never told the story to say 
yes, only Jones said says he I'm sure I dout know 
sir how ever he managed to fall, and Marsh he 
thought he did fall off the bank and went off to 
take the news to Keen, and us 6 all thought what a 
jolly chance it was that we had hapened to lay him 
down by the bank, and none of them ever saw the 
poney, leo was caried home and Mrs. Keen she 
came out with a face as white as his, tom how did it 
hapen, says she laying hold of tom, and we got affraid 
again, for toms uncomon fond of his mother, but he 
didnt split, and then Keen came and the surjon came 
and Keen he says to leo how did you fall did any 
body push you off the bank, no* sir says leo, and the 
surjon he asked how it was done, and leo shook like 
anything, and began to ery, afifraid he should have to 
tell a story at last which he cant bare, he was shut up 
in a room then with the doctor and Keen and one or 
two more and we heard him cry out when they were 
setting his arm, but you know what a baby he is 
poor littel chap and I wish with all my hart it had 
been me instead of him, the worst is I should have 
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lost my share of the supper and a jolly good one 
they give us on her berthday every year, cakes and 
tarts and pidjon pies and lots of things and we have 
to dress for it and a heap of duflBng girls come to it 
in white frocks but we dont mind em much, and dear 
sara thats the whole facts of how it came about and 
I couldn't write it truer if I were telling it to poor 
Uncle Eichard himself, leos all jolly this morning 
and he is in bed and has got no lessons to do and 
he says I am to tell you that he'll never get on a 
poney with 6 again and Mrs. Keens very kind to 
him, and Miss Keen (shes the big one you know) is 
going to read him some storys, he says I am to tell 
you it doesn't hurt much and oh sara there's only one 
thing we are sorry for, that Uncle Eichard isnt alive 
to cure him because hed have him home to Hallingham 
to do it and perhaps me as well and I should get a 
holliday from these horrid books, I shall send this to 
neal for fear of aunt bett, and mind you hide it, and 
dont let a sight of it reach her, we are aufully afraid 
of that about the poney getting to old keens ears for 
thered be the dickens to pay, yours affectionately 

" p s leo sends his love and he hopes you wont be 
angry with him for breaking his arm and I am 
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writing this after school at twelve instead of play- 
ing, Good buy." 

Sara smiled, in spite of herself, as she folded up 
the letter. But she thought it rather a wonder there 
had not been a few broken legs among the **6,'' 
instead of one broken arm. 

She got ready for Mrs. Cray, and went down to 
the dining-room. Miss Bettina was gone out then. 
She took up a book, but had not been looking at it 
many minutes when she sawNeal coming up the street 
talking to a young person, whose condition in life it 
was rather difficult to guess. In these days of dress, 
it is difficult She had a pretty face, Sara could see 
that, though a veil covered it ; her gown was one of 
those called a "washing silk'' — and very much 
** washed out" it seemed to be ; and a smart shawl, 
just flung on the shoulders, trailed on the ground 
behind. But for this trailing shawl and a sort of 
general untidiness, there would have been some- 
thing superior about the girL In the face she 
looked liked a lady, and Sara had seen many a lady 
worse dressed, 

Sara, behind the blind, could see them, but they 
could not see her. Neal stood a moment at the door, 
and then looked down over the railings of the area. 
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"Are the ladies out?" he asked. 

" Yes," came back for answer in Dorcas's voice. 
The woman evidently did not know that Miss Sara 
had not accompanied her mistress. 

" You can come in then,*' Sara distinctly heard 
Neal say to the lady — ^if lady she was. And he 
opened the door with his latch-key. 

They stood talking in the passage for some little 
time in an under-tone, and then Neal took her into 
the back room. It opened to the dining-room with 
folding doors ; but the doors were always kept 
closed : and indeed the back room was chiefly used 
as Neal's pantry. Sara, who at fir3t had been 
doubtful whether it might not be a visitor to her- 
self, came to the conclusion that it was only a visitor 
to Neal, and she resumed her reading. 

But the voices grew rather louder. And the 
words *' Captain Davenal" caused her to look up 
with a start. No wonder she should start at that 
name, remembering the past. A sudden fear came 
over her that something or other connected with 
that past was again threatening her brother. 

She could not hear more, for the voices dropped 
again to their covert tone. Another minute, and 
Neal was conducting the stranger to the front door. 

"We shall hear more by the next mail; but 
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there's not the slightest doubt he's married," Sara 
heard him say as he passed the roocn. '* The lady 
is an heiress : a Miss Eeid." 

*' Well,'' cried the other voice, ** 111 have satisfac- 
tion, m have it somehow. I don't care what 
punishment it brings him to, 1*11 have it." 

The visitor went away. Neal closed the street- 
door upon her and turned to behold his young 
mistress at that of the dining-room, a scared look 
in her eyes, a white shade upon her face. 

*'Neal! what has that young" — Sara hesitated 
between the words person and lady^ but chose the 
former — ^" person to do wit h Captain Davenal ? " 

She had spoken without reflection in her impulse ; 
in her renewed fear, which she had deemed buried 
with the past. Neal for once in his life was con- 
founded. He did not speak immediately : he was 
probably striving to recal what had been said, incon- 
venient for her to hear. 

" Tell me at once, Neal ; I insist on your speak- 
ing," she reiterated, attributing his hesitation to 
unwillingness to speak. "Indeed it is better that 
I should know it What was she saying about my 
brother?" 

That alarm of some nature had been aroused 
within her, that she was painfully anxious, and 
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that the alarm and anxiety were connected with 
Captain Davenal, Neal could not fail to read. But 
his speech was certainly less ready than usual, for 
he still kept silence. 

" I heard you tell her that Captain Davenal was 
married ; that further news would be in by the next 
mail," pursued Sara, growing more inwardly per- 
turbed with every moment. "What was it to her? 
Who is she ? For what purpose did she come here ? 
Neal! cwrit you answer me?" and her voice grew 
quite shrill with its alarm and pain. 

"Miss Sara — if I hesitated to answer, it is that I 
do not like to speak," he said at length, "I tell 
the young woman she must be mistaken in what she 
says — ^that it canit he. But she won't hear me/' 

" What is it that she says ? Have you seen her 
before to-day?" 

''She has been here once or twice before. But 
for understanding that you and my mistress were out, 
I should not have allowed her to come in this time. 
I am very sorry thai; it should have happened, miss." 

" &i±L what ts it?." returned Sara, nearly wild with 
suspense. " What has she come for?** 

" She has come to ask questions about Captain 
DavenaL** 

" But whM about him ? What is he to her ?" 
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Neal coughed. He took out his handsome silk 
handkerchief — he always used very handsome ones — 
and wiped his mouth. Sara trembled- His manner 
was unpleasantly mysterious, and it seemed that she 
was on the verge of hearing something terrible. 

" Does she know my brother 1" 

"She says she does. Miss Sara, I would have 
given a great deal to prevent this happening to-day. 
It will only worry you, and I daresay I could still 
have put her off and kept her quiet." 

" Neal, tell me the worst," she cried, her voice and 
heart alike growing faint. " I must hear it now." 

" Well, Miss Sara, she says she is the wife of Cap- 
tain Davenai'' 

" She — says — she — is — the — ^wife — of — Captain 
Davenal !" 

The words were echoed slowly in very astonish- 
ment, a pause between each. Vague as her fears had 
been, they had not touched on this. 

" It is what she says. Miss Sara. I told her it 
must be one of two things — either that she was de- 
ceiving me in saying it, or that she was herself de- 
ceived. But she insists upon it that she is his true 
and lawfiil wife ; that she-was married to him nearly 
twelve months before he went abroad She says my 
late master, Dr. Davenal, knew of it." 
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Sara stared at N"eal in a sort of helpless manner. 
Never for a moment did it occur to her to question 
the truth ; her mind accepted it ; a terrible calamity ; 
worse, it seemed in this moment, than all that had 
gone before. 

" She came here this morning in consequence of 
hearing of the Captain's marriage to Miss Eeid. I 
acknowledged that news had come home to that efiFect : 
it would have been quite useless, you see. Miss Sara, 
to deny what's known publicly." 

" Neal ! Neal ! you will not mention this ?'' came 
the feverish wish, the first uttered in her bewilder- 
ment. " You will guard it faithfully ? We — I — some 
one must see what can be done." 

" You may entirely depend on me. Miss Sara," re- 
plied Neal, speaking more impressively than was his 
wont, — Neal the impassive. " Of course, miss, the 
chief thing will be to guard against exposure." 

Sara turned into the dining-room, mind and body 
alike sinking. A sick, faint fear came over her that 
tMs must be the secret connected with her brother, 
which had been disclosed that long past night to Dr. 
DavenaL Another moment, and she did not see how 
that could be. There would have been no crime in it : 
Captain Davenal was not married then. Her brain 
was in a chaos of perplexity, her mind agitated with 
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doubt. If this young woman — lady — ^whatever she 
might be, was Edward's wife, how could he have mar- 
ried Eose Eeid ? Was it the money tempted him ? 
Cahn, self-controlled though she was usually, a groan 
of despair broke from her lips. 

Neal in the back room thought she called him, 
and came round to the dining-room door. She looked 
up as he stood there, and stared at him, just as though 
she had forgotten who he was. 

"Did you call, Miss Sara?*' 

"I — I — I did not calL Neal — do you know — 
what the name is ? — I mean — what it was /" 

"Yes, miss, I know so much as that. Catherine 
Wentwortk" 

He retired, leaving Sara alone. Almost a rebellious 
thought was stealing over her — ^was she never to be at 
rest ? Not at much rest just then certainly ; for Mrs. 
Cray had driven to the door and was asking for her. 

Sara tied her bonnet mechanically and went out. 
Mrs. Cray was seated in a fly. She would not alight 
then, she said: she had a great deal to do. Sara 
stepped in. Mrs. Cray was an imperious-looking 
woman, fair and pale, with a handsome face. Sara 
thought her over-dressed and very fidgety. They were 
not much acquainted when at Hallingham. 

" I have nothing to wear," she said to Sara. " I 
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want a host of things. A bonnet first. Mrs. Mark 
Cray has given me the address of a superior dress- 
maker. She is a little selfish, is she not r 

" Who is ?" cried Sara in answer to the sentence, 
which came out rather abruptly after the rest. 

" Mrs. Mark Cray. To confess to you my opinion, 
I think she might have lent me the carriage this 
morning, instead of sending me out in a hired fly, and 
keeping the carriage for herself and the girls. It 
seems to be the way of the world nowadays ; the 
young before the old. She is Mark's wife, and I am 
only his mother." 

Whether Sara would have found a suitable answer 
is uncertain. Something outside completely took 
away all thoughts of it. They were at that moment 
passing the War Office : and, coming from it with an 
angry and determined look upon her pretty face, was 
the person whom she had just heard called Catherine 
WentwortL Sara shrunk back in the cab's corner, 
dismay on her countenance, dismay in her heart. 
Had she already denounced Captain Davenal at head- 
quarters ? 

From milliners to linen-drapers, from linen-drapers 
to dress-makers, one place after another continually, 
until Sara was tired to death, the day wore away. 
The afternoon was getting on when the last commis- 
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sioii was done, and Mw. Cray, who had put on th(3 
now bonnet just bought, had leisure to think of the 
horse and driver. 

" Poor things, th(iy must want some repose," she 
remarked, as she eame out of the Pantheon. ** Well, 
there's only one place more. Will you tell the man, 
my dear ?" slie added, as she got in. " Parliament 
Street. You know the numlKjr, I sui)pose." 

^' What number ?" inquired Sara. " Where U) in 
Parliament Street?" 

" To Mr. Oswald Cray's. Bracknell and Street, 1 
think, is the name of thcj firnL** 

" There /" returned Sara in her discomposure. " 1 
can't go there." 

" Not go there I My dear, I must go there. Mr. 
Oswald (Jray is my step-son. I shall call hi for a 
minute U) h^t him know I am in 1^>ndon.'' 

Oj)position would be worse than acquiescence. 
Besides, what could be her plea ? Sara, all her pulscts 
fluttering, sx)oke the address to the driver, and took 
her place in silence opposite Mrs. Cray. 



CHAPTEE XLV. 

MRS. BENlfS WBONGS. 

'* Then, Benn, TU not have it done ! You can't go.'' 
" But I tell you I have got my orders. I am sent" 
" And who gave you the orders pray, Joe Benn ? 
Who sent you?" 

" Mr. Oswald Cray. And the best thing for you 
to do is to hold your tongue and take off that there 
guy of a bonnet, and hide your bare arms, and put 
on a apron that's clean, and otherwise make yourself 
decent, for you have got to do it. And when folks 
have got to do a thing, they may as well make up 
their minds to do it in the best way and readiest way 
they can." 

Mr. Benn, in thus breathlessly telling his wife she 
had " got to do it," did not allude to the little items 
of personal embellishment he mentioned, but to some- 
thing else which Mrs. Benn abhorred above all things 
— ^that of waiting on gentlemen. It happened now 
and then that a luncheon or other meal would be 
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ordered at the offices in Parliament Street for some 
stranger or friend stopping in London, which meal 
Mrs. Benn had to prepare, and her husband to wait 
at. On this day, Mr. Street had ordered mutton- 
chops to be ready for two o'clock, and the tray laid 
for three persons ; and this it was that was discom- 
posing Mrs. Benn. In the first place, it was one of 
those oft-recurring periodical battles of her life — a 
cleaning day ; in the next place, her husband had 
just given her the startling information that she would 
have to wait at the meal as well as to cook it. "And 
a fine object you be, to do it l** he had wound up with 
in a mutter to himself. 

Certainly Mrs. Benn did not appear to particular 
advantage to-day, looking at her in an artistic point 
of view. You have had the pleasure of seeing her 
once before in the high costume donned for the occa- 
sion of those days specially marked in her calendar. 
I don't think there's much change. Her bonnet, 
black once, rusty brown now, is on, brim downwards 
crown up, strings tied in a knot at the back ; her 
apron is a piece of wrappering off a bale of goods, 
embellished with sundry holes and fastened round 
her with an iron skewer ; and her gown, turned up 
under it, is pinned into a heap behind. She stands 
over the Dutch oven, her arms bare and black, and a 
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fork in her hand ; and ever and anon as she stoops to 
turn or touch the chops in the Dutch oven, the 
gathered gown sways itself up at the back, not unlike 
a sail Mr. Benn is in his shirt sleeves, having taken 
off his coat to brush it, preparatory to going out. 

" It's sure to be the case ! I've marked it times and 
times again V* burst forth Mrs. Benn, trying to fling 
off a live coal which had intruded itself into the Dutch 
oven. " If ever there's lunch or any bothering extra 
of that sort wanted, it's safe to be on my cleaning 
day ! Mr. Street have get no more consideration nor 
a stalking gander ; and Mr. Oswald Cray have got as 
little. They might remember my cleaning days, and 
spare a body on 'em." 

" And a fine speech that is," said Mr. Benn, in a 
reprimanding tone. " You'd better not let it come a 
nigh their ears. We are here, you and me, to do what 
work's required of us, at any hour, whether it's cook- 
ing or whether it's waiting, and your ord'nary work 
must give way when it's wanted to give it. They'd 
soon get other servants in our places." 

"He comes to the top o' the stairs just as the 
clock was going one," observed Mrs. Benn, paying no 
more attention to the words of her husband than if 
she had been deaf. '* ' Are you there ?' he calls out, 
and I looked up and see it was Mr. Street. ' Yes, sir/ 
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says I, *I be ;' and I was in a cloud of dust at the 
moment fit to smother you, a doing out of that there 
wood and bottle cupboard. *0h/ says he, 'some 
mutton-chops for two o'clock, and lay the tray for 
three. And do 'em well,' says he, 'and a dish of 
mashed potaters.' A nice thing that was for me to 
hear ! — and to have to go out the figure I be, after 
chops, and to be hindered in my cleaning a good two 
hours ! Ain't that enough, Joe Benn, without having 
to turn to and wait?" 

" I can t help it," said Joe, civilly, as he put on 
his coat. "If I am ordered work out of doors I 
must go about it, just as you must the work, in. 
Mr. Oswald Cray has sent me down to Limehouse, 
and I must be back before the office closes. Don't I 
tell you I can't even stop for my dinner ?" 

He went away without more words. He pro- 
bably would have had a few sent after him, but for 
an unlucky catastrophe that occurred at the moment. 
The saucepan of potatoes fell on its side, and en- 
veloped Mrs. Benn and the Dutch oven in a mass of 
steam. It took all. that lady's best attention to re- 
medy it ; and when she looked up, Mr. Benn was 
gone. 

Very reluctantly indeed did she set about making 
herseK presentable ; but, as Benn had said, there was 
m 2 
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no help for it She washed her face and hands, and 
turned down the gown and drew down its sleeves, 
and put on a white apron, and replaced the choice 
bonnet with a clean cap, grumbling bitterly all the 
time. And at the appointed hour she took up the 
luncheon tray. 

Three gentlemen partook of the meal — Mr. Street, 
Oswald Cray, and a well-known contractor, who had 
only that day arrived in London from Spain, and was 
going into the country to his works by a four-o'clock 
train. They were discussing business while they ate. 

A certain projected line of rail in Spain was being 
organised. Bracknell and Street were the engineers, 
and it was proposed that Mr. Oswald Cray should 
go out as superintendent. The details of the affair 
do not concern us ; but it must be mentioned that 
the sojourn in Spain would be likely, from certain 
attendant circumstances, to prove of great advantage 
to Mr. Oswald Cray in a pecuniary point of view. 

After the departure of the guest, Mr. Street and 
Oswald remained together a few minutes talking. 
*' You'll not think of declining it, of course, Cray," 
remarked the latter. ** I only wish I could go ! " 

" I don't see how you will manage without me 
here," remarked Oswald. 

"We must manage in the best way we can. 
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Bracknell must be with us more than he has been 
lately. Of course we could send somebody else to 
do the Spain business, were it impossible that you 
could leave ; but it is not impossible, and I speak in 
your interest when I say it is a chance you ought not 
to miss." 

"True. I shall like to go, if home affairs can 
spare me. I suppose it will involve a stay there of 
two years?" 

"Nearer three," remarked Mr. Street. " Then we 
will consider your going as settled ; and things must 
be at once prepared at home contingent upon it." 

"Yes," acquiesced Oswald. "Wait a moment," 
he added, as Mr. Street was turning away to descend. 
" I want to speak to you about Allister. I wish you 
would take him on again." 

Mr. Street pursed his lips up. He had a round 
face and small light eyes, in which sat a hard look. 
Whether it was the hard look or not, I can't tell, or 
whether it was that the look was only the index of 
the nature — as it generally is — certain it was, that 
Mr. Street was not liked in the house. Oswald knew 
the sign of the contracted lips. 

"What is your objection?" he pursued. "Al- 
Uster's quite well apparently, and " 

" Apparently ! there it is,** interrupted Mr. Street. 
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"It's a great hindrance to business, these sickly 
clerks — ^well one day, ill the next ; especially in such 
a house as oura We hare no time for it." 

" AUister seems welL At one time I thought his 
lungs were fetally diseased, but I begin to believe I 
was entirely mistakea It is nearly twelve months 
since the worst symptoms left him, and he seems now 
as strong as I am." 

"Pooh!" said Mr. Street. "A warm climate, if 
he could get to it, might set him up ; but in this 
place of change and fogs and damp, rely upon it hell 
not keep well long." 

Oswald was silent. So far as the warm climate 
went, he agreed with Mr. Street Had Frank AUister 
the opportunity of going to one, it might set him up 
for a long life. 

''How has he lived?" asked Mr. Street. "He 
has no money." 

"He has done work at home lately. We have 
furnished him with some to do ; plans and estimates, 
and such like. He has. had tracings also from another 
house or two." 

*' Is that sister of his with him still?" 

" Yes. She is a faithful ally. She has taken a 
daily situation as companion to a blind lady. It all 
helps to bring grist to the milL AUister is very 
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anxious to come back, Mr. Street I really see no 
reason why he should not. I am sure of one thing — 
that he is as capable of doing his work here now as 
any clerk we employ." 

" Now, Will you guarantee that he shall continue 
capable of doing it V 

** I wish I could guarantee it.*' 

" Of course. If wishes were horses — ^you know 
the old adage. Were I to take him on now, perhaps 
in winter he would get ill, and have to leave again. 
We can't aflford those interruptions." 

" I trust indeed he would not. He passed well 
through last winter ; improving in it every day." 

" Last winter was a mild one, except for a little 
extreme cold we had in November. Next winter 
may be a severe one. I tell you, Cray, there's only 
one safeguard for Allister ; and that's a warmer cli- 
mate. At any rate, a more settled one. Such is my 
opinion." 

Oswald would not give in. "Considering that 
Allister is now in health and strength " 

•* Strength for him," put in Mr. Street. 

" Well, strength for him, if you like to put it so, 
but I am sure you would be surprised to see how 
strong ho does appear to be. Considering this, and 
that he believes himself to be permanently and radi- 
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cally cured, it will sound very hard to him if I tell 
him that we cannot take him back again." 
. " If your wish is to have him back — ^that is, if you 
make a personal matter of it — ^have him," said Mr. 
Street. " I see you want it." 

"Yes, I do," said Oswald. "I wish him back, 
both as a matter of personal liking and that his ser- 
vices are efficient This departure of mine for Spain 
will involve the taking on of at least one more clerk. 
Let it be AUister." 

"Have it as you like, then," said Mr. Street. 
" Let AUister come back at once. Tell him to come 
on Monday." 

So it was settled. They went down talking 
together, and encountered Mrs. Benn on the lower 
passage with a hearth-broom in her hand. 

" May I take the tray away, gentlemen ?" 

Oswald nodded, and the woman went upstairs, 
her face and her temper as crusty as they could be. 

" I- wonder the world's let go on !" she ejaculated, 
as she flung the broom on a chair and began to put 
the things together on the tray. " I wonder 'how 
they'd like to have a day's cleaning to do, and to be 
called off for three mortal hours in the midst of it? 
It's four o'clock if it's a minute, and I was stopped in 
my work at one ; and if that's not three hours, I'd 
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like to know what is. IVe set to nothing since ; 
how can I, dressed up to please them ? and I'm sure 
^my ! what cormorants I" 

The subjoined sentence, given utterance to by 
Mrs. Benn in her surprise, had reference to the mut- 
ton-chop dish, on which her eyes had just rested. 
She stood a moment gazing at it, her hands uplifted. 

"If they haven't gone and ate 'em aU! Nine 
thick chops, and only the tails of two of 'em left ! 
Well, I'd not own to such famine if I was gentlefolks. 
I sent 'em up for show — ^for I don't forget the trim- 
ming I got for skimping the number last time chops. 
was ordered — ^never^ supposing they'd eat 'em. I 
meant two of them chops to come up again for Mr. 
Oswald Cray's dinner ; they'd have done for him, 
warmed up. And now they're demolished ! — and I 
must dance out again to that butcher's — and Benn a- 
wanting something with his tea, as he's sure to do, 
going out without his dinner ! — and me with aU the 
lower part of the house to do yet ! — and got my things 
to change again ! It's a wonder the world do go on !" 

She carried the tray down ; but what with glasses 
and other things, she could not carry all at once, and 
had to make two journeys of it. It did not add to 
her geniality of mood. Arrived in the kitchen the 
second time, she took the things off the tray, folded 
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the cloth carefully — ^for in such matters she was very 
particular — and laid it in the dresser-drawer. Then 
putting the other things in a stack to be washed by 
and by, she began to make preparations for resuming 
the interrupted work. As a preliminary to this, she 
slowly turned her gown up over the white apron, and 
looked round for the broom. After casting her eyes 
in all directions, and casting them in vain, recollec- 
tion returned to her. 

" Drat the broom ! If I haven't gone and left it 
upstairs. I wish their luncheons and their bother 
was far enough !'* 

She turned down her gown again, possibly lest 
she might encounter either of her masters on the 
way, and proceeded up the kitchen stairs. The broom 
lay on the chair where she had flung it, in Oswald's 
sitting-room. As she took it up she espied some 
crumbs imder the table, and stooped down to brush 
them carefuUy into her hand, grumbling all the while. 

" It's just like 'em ! dropping their cnmibs down 
like so many children ! The trouble I'd used to have 
with th^ when old Bracknell was here ! He'd shake 
his table-napkin on the carpet, he would ; and Benn, 
he'd come away and never " 

" Is this the room ? Is he here V 

To be interrupted by those words in a female 
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voice close to her elbow brought Mrs. Benn to her 
legs at once. A lady in a gay white bonnet and 
violet-tipped feathers, with other attire on the same 
grand corresponding scale, stood confix)nting her. 
Mrs. Benn could only stare in the first moment from 
consternation. And the lady stared too, first at the 
room, then at Mrs. Benn, waiting for her question to 
be answered^ 

" Is who here ?" cried Mrs. Benn. 

"Mr. Oswald Cray- We were u£{hered up here 
by a young man whom we saw in the passage. He 
said this wjW Mr. Oswald Cta/s room, and he would 
send him to U3< Is he well ?" 

Mrs. Benn natui^y looked roimd for some one to 
whom the *'we" could apply, and saw a yoimg lady 
at the door. A sweet-looking young lady whose 
manner was tknid and hesitating, as if she did not 
like to d^vance further into the rooiA. You need not 
be told that it was Sara DavenaL She hdd wished to 
remain in the fly while Mrs- Cray came up ; but Mrs. 
Cray had insisted on being accompanied by her iii- 
doors, and Sara Was obliged to yield, for she Was 
uiiabld to gite any good teason against it. How 
could she hint at the relations which hakl once 
existed between het and Mr Oswald Cray? — at the 
love that lingered still ? 

Ill D 
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" He's as well as a body can be ; leastways if his 
limcheon's anything to go by, which he have just 
eat/' replied Mrs. Benn in answer to the question 
of the lady, whom she had not taken a fancy to, as 
she was permitting her tone to show. "Did you 
want him V 

"I have come to see him," was the answer. 
"He is my step-son, and we have not met for a 
good while." 

Mrs. Benn's manner turned to a sudden thaw. 
In her crusty way she was fond of her master, Mr. 
Oswald Cray ; and she thought she might as well be 
civil to the lady before her as his step-mother. 

" Take a seat, ladies," she said, dusting two chairs 
with her white apron, and disposing herself to be 
cordial and confidentiaL Fate seemed to be against 
Mrs. Benn's cleaning that day, and we most of us 
resign ourselves, to what can't be helped. This ap- 
pearance of Mr. Oswald Cray's step-mother Mrs. 
Benn regarded as an era in that gentleman's life, for 
she could not remember that during his whole 
residence there, any living relative had come to 
inquire after him, with the exception of his brother. 

" His step-mother," cried she approvingly, as she 
stood behind a chair and rested her arms on the 
back of it, one hand grasping the brush. "And 
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might your name be the same as his, ma'am — Mrs. 
Oswald Cray?" 

"I am Mrs. Cray," replied the lady, with em- 
phasis on the one word, and an impulse to resent the 
familiarity. But she felt inclined to encourage the 
woman in her sociability, feeling a curiosity as to the 
every-day movements and doings of Mr. Oswald Cray. 

Sara sat a little apart, near the centre tabla 
Her cheek rested on her fingers, and her eyes were 
mechanically fixed on a small chart or plan, which 
lay at the end of the table opposite to where the 
luncheon tray had been. Quite mechanically her 
thoughts were buried in the unhappy occurrence of 
that morning : the advent of the stranger at her house 
and the startling communication of NeaL 

The gossip of Mrs. Cray and the woman fell on 
her ear like the humming of gnats in summer; heard, 
but not heeded. Oswald did not appear; and Mrs. 
Cray, always restless, as Sara had that morning 
foimd out, started from her seat and said she should 
go to the rooms below in search of him. 

Mrs. Benn had this peculiarity — and yet, I don't 
know that it can be called a peculiarity, since so far 
as my experience teaches me, it is characteristic of 
women in general^ — that however pressing might 
be her occupations, if once called off them and 
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launched into the fall tide of gossip, the tiigent 
duties would give way, and the gossip be willingly 
pursued until night shoidd fall and stop it Mrs. 
Benn, deprived of her chief listener, the elder lady, 
turned her attention on the younger. 

** Would you believe it, miss," she said, dropping 
her voice to a confidential tone, ''his mother's coming 
here this afternoon bears out some words I said to 
my husband only a day or two ago, just as one's 
dreams gets bore out sometimes. I says to Benn, 
' Mr. Oswald Cray's relations 11 be up, now there's 
going to be the change.''' 

*" What change V asked Sara 

''His marriage, miss/' 

Ah, she was all too awake to the present now. 
Her lips parted ; her brow turned cold. ** His 
marriage?* 

*' It can'i be nothing else but his marriage," re* 
peated Mrs. Bemt ''Benn was waiting on him at 
dinner, and he told him there was perhaps going to 
be a change, tiiai he wouldn't have him to wait on 
long, for he might be leaving. Joe Benn he comes 
down and repeats ii to me, aU wondering, like the 
gaby he is, what Ms master meant by it Why, his 
wedding of eofsrse, says I ; ii don't take a conjuror to 
tell that. WelL she's a nice vounsr lady." 
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Sara had her hand raised to her face, apparently 
pushing back her braided hair. "Who is she?** 
came breathing from her lips : and she could hardly 
have helped asking it had it been to save her life. 

"Well, it's Miss Allister, if it's anybody,'* re- 
turned Mrs. Benn, in apparent contradiction of what 
she had just asserted. '^They are as thick as two 
peas, and I know he goes there a'most every evening.** 

Sara had heard enough. In her confusion of 
mind she had scarcely noted a change taking place 
in the room. With the last words Mrs. Benn and 
her brush glided away, and Oswald Cray had come 
iiL Some one had told him that a lady was waiting 
for him in his room, but he was busy at his desk at 
the moment and waited to finish what he was about. 
Nothing could well exceed his surprise when he saw, 
seated there, Miss Sara DavenaL 

Sara rose. She saw by his manner that he was 
ignorant of his step-mother's visit, and she felt a 
little embarrassed as she explained. "She had only 
come with Mrs. Cray ; Mrs. Cray had just gone down 
in search of him." 

Oswald supposed she alluded to his brother's 
wife, and made no answering comment. As he 
stood with Sara's hand in his in greeting, he noted 
how pale she was : for the startling communication 
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of Mrs. Benn had scared the blood from her face. 
It was somewhat singular that this was the first time 
they had been alone together since that memorable 
day of meeting in the Temple (lardens : they had 
met once or twice casually at Mark's in a full room, 
but not otherwise 

" Have you been well ?" he asked. " You are not 
looking very strong.'' 

** Oh, quite well, thank you." 

Oswald hastened to ask a question that had long 
been on his mind. One that had troubled him 
perhaps more than he cared to acknowledge to him- 
self : but he had not felt justified in seeking a special 
occasion to put it. 

"Now that I have the opportunity, will you for- 
give me if I ask whether that unpleasant matter is 
settled that caused your visits to Essex Street? I 
still think you would have done wisely to confide it 
to me.** 

" It is quite settled," answered Sara, her tone full 
of satisfaction. " Settled and done witL" Ah, poor 
thing, she forgot momentarily, as she spoke, the fresh 
grievance opened that morning, which was perhaps 
connected with it. 

"I am glad of it^" he heartily said "I should 
not like to have gone away for an indefinite period 
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knowing that you were in any dilemma, and no one 
perhaps to see you out of it. Friendship may still 
exist between us tacitly, if not yet actively," he con- 
tinued in a low earnest tona '* Nothing else is left 
to us." 

She thought he alluded to his marriage. She 
stood something like a statue, feeling cruelly 
wronged, but loving him beyond everything in life. 
Not wronged by him ; it was fate that wronged her : 
he would have loved her still, had he dared, and she 
felt that he honoured her in all tenderness. She felt 
— and the hot crimson came dyeing her face at the 
thought — ^that he loved her better than that other 
one. 

The rebellious tears welled up to her eyes, and she 
turned her face away. " Are you going to be absent 
long?" she asked, trying to speak indiflferently. 

" I think so. How long I cannot teU yet. I am 
going to Spain." 

There was a pause of silence. Sara with an air 
of unconcern began putting straight the crape folds 
on her dress skirt. Oswald turned to the door. 

"Where can Caroline be?" he exclaimed. "Did 
you say she had gone down in search of me?" 

"Not Caroline. It is not Caroline. It is Mrs. 
Cray, Mark's mother. I came out with her to show 
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hep the way to difiTerent places, but I did not know 
she was going to bring me here." 

*' Mark's mother I" But ere Oswald coidd say 
more, Mra Cray appeared. She had found her way 
into Mr. Street's room downstairs, thinking it might 
be Oswald's, and had remained making acquaintance 
with that gentleman. Oswald Cray the rising en- 
gineer, and Oswald Cray the interloping little son in 
her husband's houses were essentially two people in 
the worldly mind of Mra Cray. 



CHAPTEE XLVI. 

AN UNWELCOME VISITOR. 

Mark Cray and his wife were attiring themselves 
by gas-light for some scene of evening gaiety. The 
past fortnight — for that period had elapsed since the 
arrival of Mrs. Cray in London — ^had brought no- 
thing else but gaiety. Shopping in the morning, drives 
in the afternoon, whitebait dinners at Blackwall or 
Greenwich, dinners at Kichmond, theatres in the 
evening, receptions at home, parties out ; noise, 
bustle, whirl, and cost Caroline loved the life ; were 
it taken from her, she said randomly to Mrs. Cray 
one day, she could not survive, she should die of 
ennui; and the Miss Crays had never been so happy 
in their lives, or their mother either. 

Their visit had come to an end now, and they had 
left for home that morning. Unwillingly, it is true, 
but Mrs. Cray had deemed it wise not to wear out 
their welcome. They were a large party; and she 
privately contemplated a longer visit in the spring, 
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during the glories of the London season. Mark had 
treated them right regally, and had contrived to screw 
out from some impossible pocket a twenty-pound 
note, which he put into his mother's hands for the 
journey. " I shall be able to allow you and the giris 
something worth having next year, when the ore's in 
the market regularly/' he said to her. Altogether, Mrs. 
Cray was well satisfied with her impromptu visit. 

"I say, Carine," cried Mark, coming forth from 
his dressing-room, "what's gone with my diamond 
studs?" 

"Where's the use of asking me?" was Carine's 
answer, who was turning herself slowly round before 
the large glass, to contemplate the effect of a new 
dress which her maid had just finished fixing upon 
her. "You must make haste, Mark, or we shall be 
late. The dinner's at seven, mind ; and I know it 
does not want above a quarter." 

"We shall get there in five minutes," carelessly 
answered Mark. " I can't find my diamond studs." 

"I think they are in your dressing-case, sir," 
spoke up the maid. ** I saw them there a day or two 
ago." 

Mark went back, and found he had overlooked 
them. He finished dressing himself, all but the coat, 
and came into his wife's room again. 
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"Carry,, isn't it old what's-his-name's affair to- 
night in Kensington Gardens ? We promised to go, 
didn't we?" 

" Of course we did, Mark. I intend to go, too. 
He says it will be a charming party, in spite of the 
world being out of town. We shall get away from 
the dinner by ten o'clock, I daresay. Shall I do ?" 

She was turning herself round before the glass, as 
before. Between two glasses, in fact, one in front, 
one behind. Her dress was ;3ome beautiful fabric, 
white and mauve ; and her violet eyes and her glow- 
ing cheeks spoke all too plainly of her besetting 
vanity. Certainly, if vanity is ever pardonable, it 
was in Caroline Cray as she stood there, so radiant 
in her youth and beauty. 

" Oh, you'll do," returned Mark, with scant gal- 
lantry ; but his white necktie had been refractory, 
and he was resettling it again. At that moment he 
heard a knock at his dressing-room door. 

" Who's there ? Come in," he called out, stepping 
into his own room. 

One of the men-servants entered and presented a 
card to hiuL Mark, whose hands were busy with 
his necktie, bent his head to read it as it lay on the 
silver waiter. " Mr./Brackenbury." 

"Mr. Brackenbury !" repeated Mark to himself. 
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"Who on earth's Mr. Brackenbury ? I can't see 
anybody now/' he said to the servant. " Tell him so. 
I am just going out." 

" I told the gentleman you were on the point of 
going out with my mistress, sir, that the carriage was 
waiting at the door ; but he insisted on coming in, 
and said you would be sure to see him." 

" Who is it?" cried Caroline, stepping forward. 

" Some Mr. Brackenbury. Don't know him from 
Adam. Go down, George, and say that I can riot see 
him, or any one else, this evening." 

" The idea of strangers intruding at this hour 1" 
exclaimed Carolina "Mark, I daresay it's some- 
body come to worry you to get them shares in the 
mine." 

Mark made no reply. He was in enough "worry" 
just then over his neck-tia " Bother the thing !" he 
cried, and pulled it oflf entirely with a jerk. 

The servant came back again. He bore another 
card, a few lines added to it in penciL 

"I must and will see you. Denial is use- 
less." 

Mark Cray read the words twice over, and decided 
to go down. They almost seemed to imply a threat, 
and he did not understand threats. Mr. Brackenbury 
had arrived in a Hansom cab, the horse reeking with 
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the speed it had made ; but Mark did not know that 
yet 

*'I won't be a minute, Carolina The fellow 
insists* on seeing me. I'll just see what he wants." 

Tying on a black neck-tie temporarily — the one 
he had taken oflf earlier, — and putting on his morning 
coat as he descended the stairs^ Mark entered the 
room where the visitor was waiting. And then Mark 
recognised Mr. Brackenbury as a gentleman who had 
recently purchased a few shares in the mine. Amidst 
the many, many shareholders, it was not surprising 
that Mark had forgotten the name of one of them. 
In point of fact, these few shares had been Mark's 
own. Being excessively pressed for ready money, he 
had ordered his broker to sell them out. 

"Oh, Mr. Brackenbury!" said Mark, shaking 
hands with him in a cordial manner. ''Do you 
know, your name had completely escaped my me- 
mory. I have not a moment to spare for you to- 
night. I am going out with my wife to dinner." 

•'Mr. Cray," said the visitor, a middle-aged, 
solemn-looking man, *you muisrt return me my two 
hundred pounds; I have come fc^ it" 

*Eetum you your two hundred pounds t" echoed 
Mark. '* My good sir, I dotf t understand you. What 
two hundred pounds ?" 
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" The two hundred pounds I paid for those shares. 
They were transferred from your name to mine, there- 
fore I know they were your own." 

**They were my own," said Mark. "What of 
that?" 

" Well, I must have the money returned to me, 
and you can receive back the shares. I have brought 
them in my pocket. I am of a determined spirit, sir, 
and I will have it returned." 

Mark flew into a rage. He was a great man now, 
and great men do not take such words with impunity. 
*' You can have your money back to-morrow," he said, 
with haughty contempt. "Take the shares to my 
broker — ^if you don't possess one of your own — and 
he will repurchase them of you." 

**Ah,'* said Mr. Brackenbury. "But I want the 
money from you to-night I want it now." 

" Then you can't have it," returned Mark. 

Mr. Brackenbury advanced — both of them were 
standing — and laid his finger on Mark's arm. " Mr. 
Cray, I have not come to you as an enemy ; I don't 
wish to be one, and there's no occasion for unpleasant- 
ness between us. I want my money back, and I must 
have it — I must have it, understand, and to-night. 
After that, I will hold my tongue as long as it will 
serve yoiL*^ 
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Was the man talking Greek ? was he out of his 
mind? What did it mean? Mark's indignation 
began to lose itself in puzzled curiosity. 

" I have had a private telegram to-night from the 
mine," resumed Mr. Brackenbury, dropping his voice 
to a cautious whisper. ** Something is amiss with it. 
I jumped into a Hansom ." 

** Something amiss with it," interrupted Mark, 
cutting short the explanation, and his tone insensibly 
changing to one of dread ; for that past summer's 
night, which had brought the telegram to Mr. Barker, 
recurred vividly to his mind *'Is it water ?** he 
breathed. 

Mr. Brackenbury nodded. **An irruption of 
water. I fear — ^you'll see, of course — ^but I fear the 
mine and its prosperity are at an end. Now, Mr. 
Cray, you repay me my money, and III hold my 
tongue. If this does not get about — and it shall not 
through me — ^youll have time to negotiate some of 
your shares in the market to-morrow morning, and 
put something in your pocket before the disaster gets 
wind. I only want to secure myselt Trifling as the 
sum of two hundred pounds may seem to you, its 
loss to me would be utter ruin.** 

Mark felt bewildered. "And if I do not give 
you the two hundred pounds to-night, what then ?" 
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** Then I go out with the dawn of morning, and 
publish the failure of the mine to the City. I'll pub* 
lish it to-night But you'll not drive me to that^ Mr. 
Cray. I don't want to harm you ; I have said it ; 
but my money I must have. It would not be pleasant 
for me to proclaim that there has already been one 
irruption of water into the mine, which you and Barker 
kept secrete I happen to know so much ; and that 
the shares were sold to me after it^ as I daresay shares 
have been sold to others. Perhaps the public might 
look on that as a sort of fraud. I do; foi^ I consider 
a mine never is safe, once the water has been in if* 

Mark paused. '' It is strange that news of thil 
should have come to you to-night and not to me-" 

"Not at all," said Mr. Btackenbury. **! am 
having the mine watched. It is only lately that I 
heard about that first irruption of water : I did not 
like it ; and as I happen to have a friend down there, 
I got him to be on the look-out/' 

"Is it any one connected with the minel" asked 
Mark, sharply. 

"Yes, it is ; no one else could do it» But that's 
of no consequence. I had a telegram from him to^ 
night — r 

" Will yod let me see it?" interrupted Mark. 

" I did not bring it with me^ Jt told me that 
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the water was flowing into the mine ; flowing, mind ; 
and it added these words, * Not known here yet/ I 
infer, therefore, that the men had left the mine for 
the night, that the mischief will not be generally 
known there until the morning, and consequently 
cannot be known here. You will have time to save 
something." 

Mark felt as if water were flowing over him. He 
stood there under the gas burner — the servant had 
only lighted one — a picture of perplexity, his face 
blank, his hand running restlessly through his hair, 
after his old restless manner, the diamond studs in 
his shirt sparkling and gleaming. All this sounded 
as though some treason, some treachery, were at work. 
If this man could get news up, he and Barker ought 
to have got it. 

A knock at the door. It opened about an inch, 
and Caroline's voice was heard. 

*' Mark, we mibst go. We are keeping the dinner 
waiting.** And Mark was turning towards her, when 
Mr. Brackenbury silently caught him by the arm, and 
spoke in a whisper. 

*'No ! Not until you have given me my money." 

** AUow me to say a word to my wife," said Mark, 
haughtily. *' I will return to you in an instant" 

Caroline stood there with questioning eyes and a 
HI D 2 
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rebellions face. Mark shut the door while he spoke 
to her. 

** Yon must go on alone, my dear. I can't come 
yet. Fll join yon later in the evening/*. 

« Mark ! What* s that for ?" 

'' Hush ! This gentleman has come up on busi- 
ness from the City, and I must attend to him," 
whispered Mark. " 111 get rid of him as soon as I 
can." 

" He was hurrying her out to the carriage as he 
spoke, and he placed 'her in it^ she yielding to his 
strong will in her bewilderment Once seated in it 
then she spoke. 

*'But^ Mark, why should he come on business 
now ? What is the business ?" 

"Oh, it has to do with the Great Wheal Bang," 
said Mark, carelessly. ** If s all right : only I can't 
get away just at the minute. I won't be long. They 
are not to wait dinner, mind." 

The carriage drove away, and Mark returned in- 
doors. His unwelcome visitor stood in the same 
place, apparently not having stirred hand or foot. 

** How am I to know whether this news you have 
brought is true ?" was Mark's first question. And 
Mr. Brackenbury looked at him for a minute before 
replying to it. 
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" I don't altogether take you, Mr. Cray. You can- 
not think I should knowingly bring you a false report ; 
my character is too well respected in the City for you 
to fear that : and you may rely upon it^ unhappily, 
that there's no mistake in the tidings foi^warded to me." 

*' Well — allowing that it shall prove to be true — 
why can't you take your shares into the market and 
realise to morrow morning, as well as coming to me 
for the money to-night ?" 

"Because I am not sure that I could realise T 
was the frank response. " I^ion't suppose the intelli- 
gence will be public by that time ; I don't think it 
will : but I cannot answer for it that it won't. You 
must give me the money, Mr. Cray." 

"Mark took an instant's gloomy counsel with 
himself. Might he dare to defy this man, and refuse 
his demands ? He feared not. Mark was no more 
scrupulous than are some other shareholders we have 
read of, and the chance of realising something in the 
morning, to pit against the utter ruin that seemed to 
be impending, was not to be forfeited rashly. But 
how was he to pay the money? He had not two 
hundred shillings in the house, let alone two hundred 
pounds. 

'* I can't give it you to-night," said Mark, ** I have 
not got it to give." 
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** I must and will have iC was the resolute answer. 
^ I daresay you can go out and get it somewhere : 
fifty people would be glad to lend you money. I shall 
stay here until I have it And if you deem me scant 
of courtesy to-^night, Mr. Cray, you may set it down 
to the sore feeling in my mind at the circumstances 
under which the shares were sold to me. Fd never 
have touched them had I suspected water had been 
already in the mine.*' 

*' That's talking nonsense," said Mai-k, in his irri- 
tation. ^ The mine was as sound and as safe after 
the water had been it, as it was before. It was 
nothing more than a threatening ; nothing to hurt." 

** A threatening ; just so. Well, it is of no use to 
waste time squabbling over terms now. That will 
do no good.'' 

Mr. Brackenbury was righi It certainly would 
do no good. Mark went out, leaving him there, for 
he refused to stir, and, not seeing a cab, ran full speed 
to Mr. Barker's lodgings in Piccadilly. A Hansom 
could not have gone quicker. It was not that he 
hoped Mr. Barker would supply the two hundred 
pounds ; that gentleman was as short of ready cash as 
himself ; but Mark was burning with impatience to 
impart the disastrous news, and to hear whether Bar- 
ker had had intelligence of it. 
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Disappointment When Mark, panting, breath- 
less, excited, seized the bell of Mr. Barker's house and 
rung a peal that frightened the street, he was told that 
Mr. Barker was not within. He had gone out in the 
afternoon : the servant did not know where. 

** Has any telegram come up from Wales to-night ? " 
gasped Mark. 

^ Telegram, sir? Ko sir; nothing at all has come 
to-night, neither letter nor anjrthing." 

TU be back in a short while," said Mark. '* If 
Mr. Barker returns, tell him to wait in for me. It is 
of the very utmost importance that I should see 
him." 

He turned away, jumped into a cab that was 
passing, and ordered it to drive to Parliament Street. 
The two hundred pounds he mtist get somehow, and 
he knew nobody he could apply to at the pinch, slive 
Oswald. 

Mark was not the only visitor to Oswald Cray 
that night. He had been sitting alone, after his 
dinner, very deep in deliberation, when Benn came 
up showing in a gentleman. It proved to be Henry 
Oswald. 

They had not met since the funeral of Lady Os- 
wald twelve months before, and at the first moment 
Oswald scarcely knew him, Henry Oswald was a 
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cordial-mannered man. He had not inherited the 
cold heart and the haughty bearing so characteristic 
of the Oswalds of Thorndyke ; and he grasped Os- 
wald's hand warmly. 

"I have been out of England nearly ever since 
we met, Oswald — I am sure you will let me call you 
so, we are near relatives— or I should have sought to 
improve the acquaintance begun at that short meet- 
ing. I want you to be friendly with me. I know 
how wrong has been the estrangement, and what 
cause you have to hate us ; but surely you and I can 
aflford to do away with the prejudice that has kept 
you from Thorndyke, and Thorndyke from you." 

Oswald saw how genuine were the words, how 
earnest the wish imparted in them ; and from that 
moment his "prejudice'' went out of him, as far as 
Henry Oswald was concerned, and his eye lighted up 
with an earnest of the future friendship. He had 
liked Henry Oswald at that first meeting ; he liked 
him stilL 

They sat together, talking of the days gone by, 
when they two were unconscious children. Of Os- 
wald's mother ; of the conduct of her family towards 
her ; of the insensate folly — it was his son called it 
so — that still estranged Sir Philip from Oswald Cray. 
They talked freely and fully as though they had been 



bSWALD CBAY. 7l 

intimate for years — far more confidentially than Os- 
wald had ever talked to his half-brother. 

*' I shall be proud of your friendship, Oswald," 
cried the young man, warmly ; '* if that's not an 
ominous word for one of us. But I fancy you inherit 
the family failing far more than I. You will be one 
of the world's great men yet, making yourself a name 
that the best might envy." 

Oswald laughed. *' If the world envies those who 
work hard, then it may envy me." 

*'I can tell you what, Oswald. If work's not 
envied in these days, it is honoured. In the old days 
of darkness — I'm sure I can call them so, in com- 
parison w^th these — it was such as I who were envied. 
The man bom with a silver spoon in his mouth, who 
need do nothing his whole life long but sit down in 
idleness and enjoy his title and fortune, and be clothed 
in purple and fine linen and fare sumptuously every 
day — he got the honour then. Now the man of 
industry and talent is bowed down to, he who labours 
onwards and upwards to use and improve the good 
gifts bestowed upon him by God. It may be wrong 
to say it, but I do say it in all sincerity, that I, Henry 
Oswald, born to my baronetcy, envy you, Oswald 
Cray, born to work." 

From one subject they went to another. In 
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talking of the Cray family, they spoke of Mark, and 
from Mark the transition to the Great Wheal Bang 
Company was easy. Henry Oswald had heard and 
read of its promise, and he now asked Oswald's 
opinion of its stability. He had a few hundreds to 
spare, for he had not been an extravagant man, and 
felt inclined to embark them in the Great Wheal 
Bang. Oswald advised his doing so. He himself 
had embarked all his saved cash in it, a thousand 
pounds, and he thought he had done well 

"Then I'll see about it to-morrow," decided 
Henry Oswald ; " and get it completed before I go 
down to Thorndyke." 

He departed soon, for he was engaged out that 
evening, and Oswald resumed the train of thought 
which his entrance had interrupted. The ddiberaiion 
it may be said. He was pondering a grave question : 
Should he not despatch Frank Allister to Spain in place 
of himself? Allister was equally capable ; and two 
or three years* residence in that climate might reno- 
vate him for life. It would be a great sacrifice for 
him, Oswald ; a sacrifice, in some degree, of name 
and fame, and of pecuniary benefit ; but he was a con- 
scientious man, very different from the generality of 
business men who seek their own elevation, no 
matter who is left behind. Oswald as a child had 
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learnt the good wholesome doctrine of doing to others 
as we would be done by : and he carried it out prac- 
tically in life, content to leave the issue with God. 
How many of us can say as much ? 

A few minutes' earnest thought, and he raised his 
head with a clear countenance. The decision was 
made. 

« Allister shall go,'' he said, haK aloud. " Should 
he get ill again in this wretched climate next winter, 
and die, I should have it on my conscience for ever. 
It will be a sacrifice for me : but how can I put my 
advancement against his life ? I ought not, and I 
will not." 

The words had scarcely left his lips when Mark 
came in. Not Mark as we saw him just now, 
troubled, eager, panting ; but Mark all coolness and 
smiles. A little hurried, perhaps, but that was nothing. 

He had come to ask Oswald a favour. Would 
he accommodate him with a cheque for two hundred 
pounds until the banks opened in the morning. A 
gentleman, to whom was owing that sum on account 
of the Great Wheal Bang, had urgent need of it that 
very night, and had come bothering him, Mark, for it. 
If Oswald would accommodate him, he, Mark, should 
feel very much obliged, and would return it in the 
morning with many thanks. 

Ill E 
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** I have not got as much of my own," said Oswald. 

" But you can give me a cheque of the firm's, can't 
you ? " returned Mark, playing carelessly with his 
diamond studs. 

Oswald did not much like this suggestion, and 
hesitated. Mark spoke again. 

"It will be rendering me the greatest possible 
service, Oswald. The fellow has to leave town, or 
something, by one of the night trains. You shall 
have it back the first thing in the morning." 

**You are sure that I shall, Mark?" 

•'Sure I" echoed Mark, opening his small grey 
eyes very wide in surprise. ** Of course I am sure. 
Do you think I should forget to bring it you ? Let 
me have it at once, there's a good brother. Carine 
will think I am never coming ; we have to go to two 
parties to-night." 

Oswald wrote the cheque and gave it him. It was 
a cheque of the firm : ** Bracknell, Street, and Oswald 
Cray : " for Oswald's name appeared now. 

And Mr. Mark carried it oflf with him. ** There's 
a good brother/' indeed ! I wonder how he slept 
that night ! 



CHAPTER XLVII. 

COMMOTION. 

With the wing of the dawn — that is, with the wing 
of the dawn for business in London — Mark Cray was 
at the ofl&ces in the City. Barker was there before 
him, and started forward to meet him as he entered. 
Mark had not succeeded in seeing Barker the previous 
night. 

" Cray, it's all up. Tm afraid if s all up." 

" Have you heard from Wales ?" 

"I got a telegram this morning. There's an 
irruption of water, in earnest this time. If s flowing 
in like so many pumps. Look here." 

Mark's hands shook as he laid hold of the tele- 
gram. ** I wasn't in bed till three o'clock/' said he, 
as if he would give an excuse for the signs of agita-* 
tion. But though he tried to account for his $haking 
hands, he could not for his scared face. 

Yes, Mr. Barker was no doubt right : it was " all 
up" with the Great Wheal Bang. Mark and he 
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stood alone over the table in the board-room : in con- 
sultation as to what they could do, and what they 
might do. 

Might they dare — allowing that the public still 
reposed in happy security — to take some shares into the 
market, and secure themselves something out of the 
wreck ? Barker was all for doing it ; at any rate for 
trying it — ** whether it would work," he said. Mark 
hung back in indecision : he thought there might be 
after-consequences. He told Barker the episode of 
Mr. Brackenbur/s visit, and of his satisfying that 
gentleman with the cheque of Bracknell, Street, and 
Oswald Cray, which cheque was no doubt cashed by 
th{tt time. 

" Mean old idiot !" apostrophised Mr. Barker. 
"That's always the way with those petty people. 
They'll make more fuss over their paltry hundred 
pounds or two, than others do over thousands. I'd 
not have paid him, Mark." 

«I couldn't help it," said Mark. **You should 
have seen the work he made. Besides, if I had not, 
he'd have proclaimed the thing from one end of Lon- 
don to another." 

**Well, about these shares," said Barker. "We 
must make as much as ever we can* Will you go, or 
shall I?" 




OSWALD CKAY. 77 

•'Perhaps it's knowu already," returned Mark, 
dubiously. 

** Perhaps it isn't. Brackenbury gave you his 
word that he'd keep quiet, and who else is likely to 
know it ? Letters canH get here till the afternoon 
post, and nobody at the mine would make it their 
business to telegraph up." 

Mark stood in restless indecision. "When an- 
noyed, he was fidgety to a degree ; could not be still. 
Perhaps he had inherited his mother's temperament 
He pushed back his hair incessantly ; he fingered 
nervously the diamond studs in his shirt. Mark was 
not in the habit of wearing those studs by day, or the 
curiously fine embroidery they were adorning. Whe- 
ther, in his confusion of faculties, he had put in the 
studs that morning, or had absently retired to rest 
in his shirt the previous night, studs and all, must be 
left to conjecture. 

**Look here. Barker," said he. *^ If news had not 
come to W5 of the disaster, to you and to me, Pd will- 
ingly have taken every share we possess into the 
market, and got the money for them down, if I could. 
But the news has come : and I don't think it would 
do.'' 

"Who's to know it has come V asked Barker. 

•* Well, things do often come out, you know ; they 
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nearly always do ; especially if they are not wanted 
to. Perhaps the telegraph office could be brought up 
to prove it, or something of that." 

"WeU?" said Barker. 

« Well," repeated Mark. " It mightn't do." 

* Oh, bother, Cray ! We must do it We must 
stand' out through thick and thin afterwards that the 
message never reached us. I could ; and you are 
safe, for you have not had one at alL Look at our 
position. We must realise. Of course we can't at- 
tempt to negotiate many shares ; that would betray 
us ; but a few we might, and must We must, for 
our own sakes ; we can't stand naked, without a 
penny to fall back upon." 

Mark still hesitated. " I'd have done it with all 
the pleasure in life, but for this telegram," he re- 
iterated. "For one thing, Oswald would never forgive 
me ; my name's the same as his, you know ; and I 
shall have to face him over this two hundred pounds : 
that wiU be bad enough. And there's my mother. 
And my wife. Barker ; you forget her." 

** I don't forget her. I am thinking of her," was 
Mr. Barker's answer. " It's for her sake, as much as 
ours, that you ought to secure a little ready money. 
You'll want it I know that much, for I have been 
down in luck before." 
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Mark looked irresolute, and pitiably gloomy. " I 
don't see my way clear," he resumed, after a pause. 
"Let's put the thing into plain black and white. I go 
out, and sell some shares, and get the money paid down 
for them, and pocket it. An hour afterwards the 
news spreads that the mine's destroyed, and the shares 
are consequently worthless. Well, Barker, my belief 
is, that they could proceed against me criminally for 
disposing of those shares " 

" Not if you did not know the mine was wrong 
when you took them into the market." 

"Nonsense," returned Mark, irritably, " they'd be 
sure to know it. I tell you it would be safe to come 
out by hook or by crook. They'd call it felony, or 
swindling, or some such ugly name. Do you suppose 
I am going to put my head into that noose ? I was 
bom a gentleman." 

"And do you suppose I wish either of us to do 
it?" retorted Barker. "I shouldn't be such a fooL 
I never go into a thing unless I know I can fight my 
way out of it. I shall take a few shares into the 
market, and feel my way. I shall sell them for 
money, if I can ; and you shall share it, Mark. I 
suppose you won't object to that." 

No, certainly Mark would have no objection to 
that 



80 OSWALD CRAY. 

*' I did not hear of the disaster until later, you 
know," said Baiter, winking. " News of it came up 
to us by the afternoon post. If they do find out 
about the telegram, why, I never opened it. Nobody 
saw me open it," added Barker, with satisfaction. 
" I have had so many up from the mine at my lodg- 
ings, that the servants sign and put them in my 
sitting-room as a matter of course. This one was 
put there this morning, and I found it when I came 
down, but nobody was in the room. Oh, it will be 
all right. And I say, Mark, if " 

Mr. Barker^s smooth projects were stopped. Ab- 
sorbed in their conversation, he and Mark had alike 
failed to notice a gradually gathering hum in the 
street outside. A very gentle, almost imperceptible 
hum at first, but increasing to a commotion now. 
With one bound they reached the window. 

A concourse of people, their numbers being aug- 
mented every moment, had assembled beneath. They 
were waiting for the opening of the ofl&ces of the 
Great Wheal Bang at ten o'clock. And the hour was 
almost on the point of striking. 

" It's all up," shouted Barker in Mark's ear. " The 
news is abroad, and they have heard of it. Look at 
their faces !" 

The faces were worth looking at, though not as a 
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pleasant sight. Anger, rage, disappointment, above 
all, impatience, were depicted there. The impatience 
of a wolf waiting to spring upon its prey. One of the 
faces unluckily turned its gaze upwards, and caught 
sight of Barker's. Barker saw it ; he had not been 
quick enough in drawing away from the window. 

** They'll not be kept out now, doors or no doors," 
said he quietly to Mark. 

Mr. Barker was right. Ere the words had died 
away upon his lips, a sound as if the walls of the 
house were being beaten in, ensued. The bells com- 
menced a perpetual peal, the knocker knocked inces- 
santly, the doors were pushed and kicked and thumped. 
In the midst of it rose the sound of human voices in 
a roar : disjointed words distinguishable amidst the 
tumult. " Let us in ! Come out to us I'' 

Mr. Barker advanced to the stairs and leaned over 
the balustrades. " Williams," he called out to an 
attendant official below, "you can open the doors. 
The gentlemen may come up." 

It was curious to note the difference in the two 
men. Barker was as cool as a cucumber ; self- 
possessed as ever he had been in his life ; ready to 
make the best of everything, and quite equal to the 
' emergency. Mark Cray on the contrary seemed to 
have parted alike with his wits and his nerves. Not 
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more completely did he lose his presence of mind in 
that long past evening which had been so fatal to 
Lady Oswald. His hands shook as with terror ; his 
face was white as death. 

" Will they pull us to pieces, Barker ?" 

*' Pooh ! " said Barker, with a laugh at the evident 
tremor. " What has taken you, Mark ? Let them 
rave on a bit without answering, and theyTl calm 
down. Put that in your pocket," he continued. " It 
will be a trifle to fall back upon." 

He had touched the diamond ring that glittered 
on Mark Cray's finger. Mark obeyed like a child. 
He took it from his hand and thrust it into his waist- 
coat pocket ; next he buttoned his coat, some vague 
feeling perhaps prompting him to hide the studs ; but 
he did it all mechanically, as one not conscious of his 
actions. Terror was holding its sway over him. 

" Why should they be excited against us ? Heaven 
knows we have not intentionally wronged them." 

" That's just the question I shall ask them myself 
when they are cool enough to listen to it," rejoined 
Barker, with a gay air. " Now then comes the tug of war." 

Li they came, thick and threefold, dashing up the 
stairs and pouring into the room like so many bees. 
And then it was found that Mark's apprehensions had 
been somewhat premature. For these shareholders 
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had come flowing to the offices not so much to abuse 
the projectors of the company, as to inquire the true 
particulars of the disaster. The news had gone forth 
in a whisper — and to this hour neither Mark nor 
Barker knows how, or through whom, it had oozed 
out — ^but that whisper was vague and uncertain. 
Naturally, those interested flew to the offices for better 
information. Was the damage of great extent ? and 
would the mine and the company stand it ? 

Barker was of course all suavity. He treated the 
matter more as a joke than anything else, making 
light of it altogether. An irruption of water ? weU, 
perhaps a little drop had got in, but they must wait 
for the afternoon's post. It would be all right. 

He looked round for Mark, hoping that gentle- 
man's face would not arouse suspicion ; but he could 
not see him. Mark, as Barker learnt afterwards, had 
contrived to escape from the room as the throng 
entered, and got into the street imnoticed, and leaped 
into a cab. Mark was beside himself that morning. 

The unfortimate news spread from one end of 
London to the other. It was carried to Oswald Cray ; 
but the day was advancing then. " The Great Wheal 
Bang Company had exploded, and there was a run 
upon the office." Oswald was startled; and betook 
himself at once to the premises, as the rest had done. 
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On his way, he called in upon Heniy Oswald, and 
spoke a word of caution. 

" It may be a false rumour," said he ; "I hope it is. 
But don't do anything in the shares imtil you know." 

A false^ rumour ! When Oswald reached the 
offices, he found it all too true a one. The secretary 
to the company, without meaning to do ill — indeed he 
had let it out in his lamentation — ^had unwittingly 
disclosed the fact of the previous irruption of water 
in the summer : and the excited crowd were going 
wild with anger. Many of them had bought their 
shares at a period subsequent to that. 

Oswald heard this, and went to Mr. Barker in the 
board-room. That gentleman, rather heated certainly, 
but with unchanged suavity of demeanour, was still 
doing his best to reassure everybody. Oswald drew 
him aside. 

" What a dreadful thing this is ! What is the real 
truth of it r 

" Hush !" interrupted Mr. Barker. " No need to 
tell the worst to them. You are one of us. Tm afraid 
it is all up with the mine ; but we will keep it from 
them as long as we can. Any way, it's no fault of 
ours." 

" What is it that they are saying about an irrup- 
tion of water having occurred in the summer ?" 
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"Well, so it did/' answered Mr. Barker, whose 
past few hours' temporising with the crowd caused 
him perhaps to throw off reserve to Mr. Oswald Cray 
as a welcome relief. " But it wasn't much, that ; and 
we succeeded in keeping it dark." 

" Did Mark know (rf it ?" 

" Mark know of it I" rejoined Barker ; " of course 
he knew of it. What should hinder him? Why, the 
telegram bringing the news was given me at Mark's 
house ; and, by the way, you were present, I remem- 
ber. It was the evening that old doctor in the yellow 
trousers was there,, with his two frights of daughters." 

The scene rose as in a mirror before Oswald's 
memory. Dr. Ford and his daughters. Miss Davenal 
and Sara, Caroline Cray in her silks and her beauty* 
He remembered the telegram, he remembered that it 
appeared to disturb both Barker and Mark ; and he 
remembered Mark's denial to him that anything was 
amiss with the mine. 

* "I do recollect it," he said aloud. " It struck me 
— ^perhaps it was rather singular it should do so — that 
something was wrong. Mark declared to me that it 
was not so." 

The words seemed to tickle Barker imcommonly. 

" Ah," said he, laughing, " Mark told me of it, and 
how he turned you off the scent. You'd not have put 
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your thousand into it, perhaps, had you known of the 
water." 

" Perhaps not," quietly replied Oswald. " And my 
thousand was wanted, I suppose." 

" Law ! you don't know the money that's been 
wanted," was the response. "And that irruption of 
water, slight as it was, made the demand for it worse. 
The mine has sucked it in like a sponge." 

Oswald made no answering remark. " I suppose 
this irruption is worse than that V he presently ob- 
served. 

" Indeed I fear this is another thing altogether — 
ruin. But we don't know anything certain until the 
post comes in this afternoon. We have had no letter 
yet" 

" How did the news of it come to you ?" 

" By telegram. But the first news came to Mark ; 
in an odd manner, too. A curmudgeon of a share- 
holder, old Brackenbury, went up yesterday evening 
to Mark just as he was going out to dinner with his 
wife, and insisted upon his paltry money, only two 
hundred pounds, being returned to him. He was in- 
clined to be nasty ; and if Mark had not satisfied 
him, he'd have gone over London proclaiming that 
the mine was overflowing with water. The odd thing 
is, who could have telegraphed the news to him. We 
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must have a traitor in the camp. Mark told me — oh, 
ah," broke off Mr. Barker, interrupting himself as re- 
collection flashed upon him — " I think he got the two 
hundred from you/' 

"And Mark knew the mine was then ruined!" 
returned Oswald, drawing in his lips, but not losing 
his calm equanimity. 

*" Brackenbury said it was. He didn't know it 
otherwisa Brackenbury — Halloa ! what's that ?" 

It was a shout in the street. A shout composed 
of roars, and hisses, and groans. Drawing up to the 
door of the oflices, was the handsome carriage of Mark 
Cray; and the crowd had turned their indignation 
upon it. 

One look, one glimpse of the white and terror- 
stricken faces of its inmates, and Oswald Cray bounded 
down the stairs. They were the faces of Mrs. Cray 
and Sara DavenaL 

What could have brought them there ? 



CHAPTEE XLVIII 

DAY-DREAMS EUDELY INTERRUPTED. 

Before a costly breakfast service of Sevres porce- 
lain with its adjuncts of glittering silver, on the morn- 
ing subsequent to the visit of Mr. Brackenbury, had 
sat Caroline Cray, in a charming morning robe of 
white muslin and blue ribbons, with what she would 
have called a coiffwre, all blue ribbons and white lace, 
on her silky hair. A stranger, taking a bird's-eye 
view of the scene, of the elegant room, the expensive 
accessories, the recherche attire of its mistress, woidd 
have concluded that there was no lack of means, that 
the income supporting all this must at least be to the 
extent of some thousands a year. 

In truth Mark Cray and his wife were a practical 
illustration of that homely but expressive saying 
which must be so familiar to you all ; they had begun 
at the wrong end of the ladder. When fortune has 
come ; when it is actually realised, in the hands, 
then the top of the ladder, comprising its Sevres 
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porcelain and other costs in accordance, may be safe 
and consistent, but if we bcffin there without first 
climbing to it, too many of us have an inconvenient 
fashion of slipping down again. The furniture sur- 
rounding Caroline Cray was of the most beautiful 
design, the most costly nature; the lace on that 
morning robe, on that pretty ** coiffure" would make 
a hole in a £20 bank-note, the silver ornaments on 
the table were fit for the first palace in the land, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Cray had got these things about them 
— and a great deal more besides which I have not 
time to tell you of — anticipatory of the fortune that 
was to be theirs ; not that already was. And now 
their footing on that high ladder was beginning to 
tremble : just as that of the milkmaid did when she 
sent the milk out of her milkpails, and so destroyed 
her dreams. 

Caroline sat at her late breakfast, toying with a 
fashionable newspaper — ^that is, one giving notice of 
the doings of the fashionable world — sipping her 
coffee, flirting with some delicate bits of buttered 
roll, casting frequent glances at the mirror opposite 
to her, in whose polished plate was reflected that 
pretty face, which in ,her pardonable vanity she 
believed had not its compeer. All unconscious was 
she of that turbulent scene, then being enacted in 
ui £ 2 
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the city ; of the fact that her husband was at that 
moment finding his way to her in a cab, into which 
he had jumped to hide himself in abject fear and 
dismay. Caroline had slept sound and late after her 
night's gaiety, and awoke in the morning to find her 
husband had gone out. 

The French clock behind her struck eleven, and 
she finished her breakfast quickly, and began think- 
ing over her plans for the day. Some excursion into 
the country had been spoken of for the afternoon, 
and now Mark was gone she was at an uncertainty. 
Mrs. Cray tapped her pretty foot in petulance on the 
caipet, and felt exceedingly angry with the tiresome 
stranger who had disturbed her husband when he 
was dressing on the previous evening, and kept him 
from going out with her to dinner. 

"How long did that gentleman stop here last 
night, George ?" she suddenly asked of the servant 
who was removing the breakfast things. " Mr. — 
what was the name ? Brackenbury, I think." 

"He stopped a good while, ma'am. I think it 
was between nine and ten when he left" 

"What a shame! Keeping Mr. Cray all that 
while. I wonder he stayed with him ! / wouldn't. 
I'd make people come to me in business hours, if I 
were Mark." 
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She sat on, after the departure of the breakfast 
tilings, leaning back in an easy chair and turning 
carelessly the leaves of a new novel, those that would 
open, for she did not exert herself to cut theia A 
very listless mood was she in that morning, tired and 
out of sorts. By and by her maid came in to ask 
about some alteration that was to be made in a dress, 
and Caroline told her to bring the dress to her. 

. That a little aroused her. It was a beautiful 
evening dress of flowered silk, and she stood over the 
table, where the maid laid it, consulting with her 
about some change in the colour of the trimmings. 
Becoming absorbed in this, she scarcely noticed that 
some one had come into the hall and opened the door 
of the room. Some expression in the maid's counte- 
nance as she looked up, caught her attention, and she 
turned quickly round. 

Mark was there, glancing into the room. Mark 
with a white aspect and a scared, dreamy look on hia 
face. Before Caroline had time to question, in fact al- 
most before she looked, he was gone and had closed the 
door again. So quiet had been the movement, so tran- 
sient the vision, that Caroline spoke in her surprise. 

** Was not that your master ?" 

** Yes, ma'am. Something was the matter, I think. 
He looked ill" 
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** I will go and see. Mind, Long, I'll decide upon 
pink It is the prettiest colour." 

"Very well, ma'am. As you please, of course. 
I only think pink won't go so well with the dress as 
violet" 

*' I tell you, Long, that violet vnll not light up. 
You know it won't, without my having to reiterate 
it over to you. No colour lights up so bad as violet. 
Pink : and let the ruchings be very full and handsome." 

Speaking the last words in a peremptory tone, 
she went in search of Mark. He was standing 
upright in the dining-room, in the midst of its floor, 
looking more like a man lost, than a man in his 
composed senses. 

" Mark, what's the matter?" 

He turned to his wife, — ^he had been undecided 
whether to tell her or not It was a question he 
debated with himself on his way down : that is, 
it had been floating through his mind in a sort 
of imder-current To concentrate his thoughts 
deliberately upon one point sufficiently to debate 
it^ was that day beyond the power of Mark Cray. 

Mark's true disposition was showing itself now. 
Vacillating and unstable by nature, utterly deficient 
in that moral courage which meets an evil when it 
comes, and looks it steadily in the face to see how 
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it may be best dealt with, the blow of the morning 
had taken away what little sense Mark possessed. 
He was as a frightened child ; a ship without a 
rudder ; he was utterly unable to distinguish what 
his proper course ought to be ; he did not know 
where to go or what to do : his chief thought was, 
to get away from the torrent that had broken loose. 
He must hide himself from the storm, but he could 
not face it. 

When he jumped into the cab, and the driver had 
said, "Where to, sir?" he gave his home in Grosvenor 
Place in answer, simply because he could not think 
of another direction to give in that bewildering 
moment : so the cab drove on. But Mark did not 
want to go to Grosvenor Place. He had nothing to 
get from there ; he had no business there, and a feel- 
ing came over him that he had rather not meet his 
wife just then. He wanted to hide himself and his 
bewildered midd and his scared face in some nook of 
remote shelter, far from the haunts of men, where 
that remorseless crowd, just escaped from, would not 
poimce upon him, Mark had not given himself time 
to ascertain that their disposition was pacificatory : 
he was wondering, rather, whether they had yet puUed 
the oflBices down. Neither Mark Cray nor Caroline 
was fitted to encounter the storms of life. So long as 
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the sailing was smooth, it was well ; but when the 
waves arose, rough and turbulent, the one proved 
physically, the other morally, unable to breast them. 

Mark stopped the cab as it was turning into 
Grosvenor Place ; some vague feeling prompting him 
that it might be safer to steal quietly into his home 
than to dash up to it in a cab. The tidings had per- 
haps travelled far and wide, and people might be 
already there, as well as at the offices. Mark was 
half determined to make the best of his way at once 
to the scene of the Great Wheal Bang itself, the 
mine ; and see with his own eyes whether things 
were so bad that they could not be mended. At least 
he should be away from his furious enemies in Lon- 
don. One, more under the influence of reason than 
Mark Cray, might have thought it well to ascertain 
whether those enemies were so furious, before running 
from them. When a man of no moral courage loses 
his presence of mind, he merits pity perhaps rather 
than condenmation. 

" Mark, what's the matter?" 

With her actual presence before him, with the 
pointed question on her lips, Mark Cra/s indecision 
went completely out He could no more have told 
her the truth at that moment, that the golden pro- 
spects so implicitly believed in had turned to ruin, 
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and the offices yonder were being besieged by noisy 
shareholders, than he could have told it to the be- 
siegers themselves. 

"The matter?" repeated Mark, at a loss for any 
other answer. 

"You look as if something were the matter, Mark. 
And what have you come back for 1" 

" Oh, I left some papers at home,'* answered Mark, 
speaking as carelessly as he could. "There's nothing 
the matter with me. The feUow drove fast, that's all 
I gave him an extra sixpence." 

Perhaps Caroline did not deem this communica- 
tion particularly relevant to the subject. "What 
made you go away so early, Mark?'* she asked. 
"You never settled anything about Hendon to-day?" 

" Well, I don't think I can go," said Mark. " I— 
I'U see later. Hark!" 

Mark's "hark" was spoken in echo to a thunder- 
ing knock at the door. A knock and a ring enough 
to shake the house down. He looked round at the 
walls for a moment as if he wanted to make a dash 
into them ; he stepped towards the window, hesitated, 
and drew away again; finally he opened the door to 
escape, but too late, for voices were already in the 
halL Caroline looked at her husband in wondering 
dismay. 
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" Mark, what has come to you ?" 

"Hushr* whispered Mark, the perspiration well- 
ing up to his forehead, as he bent his head to catch 
the sound from those voices. '* Hark ! hush !" 

^'Is Mr. Cray at home ?" 

** No, sir. He went to the city early this morning." 

How Mark Cray blessed his servant for the uncon- 
scious mistake, he alone could tell. The man had 
not seen his master come in, and had no idea he was 
in the house. 

" Gone to the City, is he ? Are you sure ?" 

** Quite sure, sir." 

A pause. Mark's heart was beating. 

"What time will he be home?" 

'* I don't know, sir." 

Another pause. "I suppose Mr. Barker's not 
here ?" 

" Mr. Barker? dear no, sir." 

And that was followed by the closing of the haU- 
door. Mark Cray gave a great gasp of relief, and 
went upstairs to his own room. 

He did not stay there above a minute. Caroline 
— she remembered it afterwards — heard a drawer or 
two opened and shut. She had been following him, 
but was momentarily detained by a question from 
her maid, who was coming out of the breakfast-room 
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with the dress upon her arm. Caroline stopped while 
she answered it, and in going up the stairs she met 
Mark coming down. 

"Who was that at the door, Mark? Did you 
think it was any one in particular?" 

" I don't know who it was.*' 

*' You seemed alarmed. Or annoyed." 

"Well," returned Mark, speaking rather fast^ •'and 
it is annoying to have business fellows coming after 
me to my house. Why can't they go to the ofl&ces ? " 

** To be sure," said Caroline, reassured. " Vd not 
see a soul here, if I were you.*' 

He had been walking on towards the hall door 
while he spoke. But ere he had well reached it, he 
turned, and drew his wife into one of the rooms. 

" Look here, Caroline : I'm not sure but I shall 
have to go down to the mines to-night. If so, it is 
just possible I may not be able to come here first. 
So you won't be alarmed if you don't see me 
home." 

"What a hurry you must be in!" exclaimed Ca- 
rolina ** Not come home first I" 

** But if I do go, mind, it will be on a little private 
matter that I don't want known," he continued, taking 
no notice of the remark. *' So, if anybody should ask 
where I am, just answer that you can't tell, but that 
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I shall be back in a day or two. Do you understand, 
Carine?'^ 

" Quite welL But, Mark, you will come home 
first, won't you V 

" I only tell you this in case I don't come," he 
answered evasively. ** I have a good deal to do to- 
day. Grood-bye, Carine V 
J *" But about Hendon V she interrupted. 

*'Hendon? Oh, I am quite sure I shan't have 
time for Hendon to-day. If you don't like to go with- 
out me, we must put it off for a day or two." 

He stooped to kiss her. Opemng the hall door, 
he stood on the steps, looking right and left ; care- 
lessly, as it seemed ; in reality, cautiously. Very 
timorous was Mark Cray in that hour ; he did not 
like that people should have hunted him to his very 
home. Then he turned to the Victoria Station, per- 
haps as the nearest point of refuge. He would make 
his way to Wales, to the mine, as straightly and 
speedily as he could, consistent with precaution. 

Mark had been gone the best part of an hour, and 
it was hard upon mid-day. His wife was just deli- 
berating whether to go shopping in the afternoon, or 
make calls, or pay a visit to the empty park, or take 
a drive out of town ; which way, in short, would be 
the least tedious of killing the precious time that God 
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had given her, when she was aroused by a formidable 
summons at the door^ and a noise as of many steps 
and voices besieging the halL 

What next took place, Caroline never clearly re- 
membered. Confused recollections remained to her 
afterwards of angry demands for Mr. Cray, of in- 
dignant denials to the servant's assertion that his 
master was in the City ; the hubbub was great, the 
voices were threatening. Caroline's first surprise was 
superseded by indignation ; and that in its turn gave 
place to alarm. 

You all know what it is to pour oil upon a spark 
of fire, previously ready to burst forth into a flame. 
When the Great Wheal Bang^s shareholders had 
flocked to the Great Wheal Bang's offices that morn- 
ing, they were on the balance, as may be said, be- 
tween war and peace ; somewhat imcertain in their 
own minds whether to treat Mark Cray and Mr. 
Barker as uirfortunate fellow-sufferers with them- 
selves, or to expend upon them their wrongs and 
their wrath. That mistake of the Great Wheal 
Bang's secretary — as alluded to in the last chapter — 
turned the scale. In his dismay and confusion he 
inadvertently referred to the former irruption of 
water, and the unlucky disclosure maddened the 
throng. They forthwith looked upon themselves as 
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dreadfiilly injured people ; in fact they jumped to the 
conclusion that the Great Wheal Bang itself was little 
hetter than a swindle ; so apt are we all to rush into 
extremes. Barker did what he conld to stem the 
torrent ; hat the crowd Yociferoasly demanded to see 
Mark Cray. It was he they had known mostly in 
the affair, for Barker was nsually at the mine. And, 
not finding Mark answer to their demands, some of 
them tore off on the spar of the moment in Hansom 
cabs to his residence. 

Caroline stood the yery image of dismay. She 
did not show herself ; she was too mach alarmed ; she 
peeped from the half-dosed dining-room door and 
listened, jast as Mark had done a short while be- 
fore. Confused words of •water* and "mine** and 
** swindle" and ''rain" sainted her ears ; and the de- 
mands for Mr. Cray became more threateningly impe- 
rativa Some movement of the door occarred ; she 
staggered against it ; and it was observed from the 
halL 

Perhaps it was only natoial to the belligerents to 
conclude that Mark Cray was there. They pressed 
forward to the room ; bat upon seeing that the lady 
was its only occupant, the young and lovely lady in 
her gala morning dress and the roses chased from her 
cheeks by fear, they drew back and clustered outside it 
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" What is it you want?" gasped Caroline from her 
trembling lips. 

One of the foremost answered her. He was a 
gentleman, and he raised his hat, and made his tone 
as courteous as his sense of injury allowed. They were 
very sorry to disturb A«r,but they must see Mr. Cray. 
They had c5ome to see him, and they would see him. 

" I assure you that he is not here,'' said Caroline, 
her earnest voice carrying truth with it. " He has 
been gone some time." 

** He was at the offices this morning, madam, and 
disappeared. We were told he had no doubt come 
home." 

"It is true,** she answered. **He went to the 
offices very early, and came home again about eleven 
o'clock for something he had forgotten, papers I think 
he said. He did not stay two minutes ; he got them 
and went back again. What is it that is the matter V 

•^Back to the offices?" they asked, disregarding 
the question. 

** Yes, back to the offices. He said he must make 
haste, for he had a great deal to do to-day. I am 
sure you will find him there." 

She had no suspicion that she was asserting what 
was not true. Whether they believed it or not — 
though most of them did believe it — they had no re- 
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source but to act upon it Filing out again, they 
jumped into the cabs, and rattled back at the rate of 
nine-and-twenty miles an hour. 

Leaving Mrs. Cray in a grievous state of per- 
plexity and of distress : for they had spoken of 
**ruin" as connected with the mine. She was one 
of those who cannot bear suspense ; she had no 
patience ; no endurance, not even for an hour. In 
a tumult of hurry and emotion, she had her carriage 
brought round, called for Sara Davenal, to whom, 
however, she did not tell what had taken place, and 
drove on to the city almost as fast as those cabs had 
driven, to get an explanation of Mark. 

The cabs had arrived previously, and their 
occupants found they had been deceived. No Mark 
Cray was at the offices, or had been there since his 
first departure from them. They burst bounds, in 
tongue at any rate, and talked of warrants and pro- 
secutions and various inconvenient things. Other 
shareholders joined in the general fury, and it may 
perhaps be excused to them that when the carriage 
of Mark Cray suddenly appeared in the general 
mel^e, they turned their rage upon it. 

That is, they pressed round it and saluted it with 
reproaches not at aU soft or complimentary. Pos- 
sibly in the moment's blind anger, they did not see 
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that Mark himself was not its occupant. They were, 
on the whole, men who knew how to behave them- 
selves, and would have desisted, perhaps apologised, 
when they had had time and calnmess to see that 
only ladies were there : but that time was not 
allowed them. 

One came, with his taU strong form, his pale, 
resolute, haughty face, and pushed them right and 
left^ as he laid his hand on the carriage door. 

" Are you men ?" he asked. " Don't you see that 
you are terrifying these ladies ? Stand back. I had 
thought " 

"0, Oswald, save us! save us!" came the inter- 
rupting cry, as Caroline Cray caught his hand. 
" What is it all ? what haa happened V 

He got her out of the caniage and into some 
adjacent offices, whose friendly doors were opened 
to them. Sara followed, unmolested, and Oswald 
went back to rescue, if might be, the carriage. But 
the gentlemen had been a little recalled to common 
sense by the incident : and the carriage was no 
longer in danger. Smashing Mark Cray's carriage 
would not make good their losses, or bring forth 
him who was missing. Oswald returned to Mrs. 
Cray. 

" It is all right again now," he said. " The car- 
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riage is waiting for you a little further off. Shall I 
take you to it V 

" But I want to go into the offices, Oswald," she 
feverishly rejoined ** I want to see Mark. I must 
see him." 

" Mark is not at the offices. Neither would it be 
well that you should go there just now/' 

" Not at the offices ! where is he then ?* . 

I don't know where he is. I should like to find 
him." 

He spoke in a cold, proud, bitter tone, and it 
struck dismay to the heart of Mrs. Cray. Indeed, 
Oswald's jframe of mind was one of the most intense 
bitterness. He had been plausibly defrauded out of 
his money ; his pride, his sensitive honour, his innate 
justice, had been woimded to the core. All this dis- 
grace Mark Cray had been earning for himself : Mark, 
his half-brother ! 

" But I must see Mark," she reiterated in a help- 
less manner. " Don't you know where I can go to 
find him, Oswald ?" 

•* I do not indeed." 

" I want to know what has happened. I heard 
them speak of ruin ; of water in the mine. Can you 
teU me?" 

'* News has come up that an irruption of water has 
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taken place. I find it is not the first : but the other, 
they say, was not serious." 

"And this is?" 

« I fear so." 

•* But what right have those men to be so angry, so 
excited against Mark ? He did not let the water 
in." 

Oswald made no answer. If Mark had treated 
those shareholders with the duplicity that he had 
treated him, they had certainly a very good right to 
be angry and excited. 

Mrs. Cray turned towards the door in her restless- 
ness to take a reconnoitring glimpse of the state of 
affairs outside. Mark might have come up ! might 
be in the midst of the mob I Sara, who had waited 
for the opportunity, drew near to Oswald Cray, and 
spoke in a whisper. 

*'IsitruinV' 

"Irretrievable — as I believe," he answered, his 
voice unconsciously assuming a strange tenderness as 
he looked at her pale, sad face. •'Euin for Mark 
Cray, perhaps for many others." 

And the words fell like a shock of ice on her heart. 
What would become of the engagement that she had 
made to repay the two hundred pounds to Mr. Wheat- 
ley from the money owing her by Mark ?" 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

THE EVENING OF THE BLOW. 

It was the peculiarity of Miss Bettina Davenal to be 
more especially deaf when suddenly surprised or 
annoyed. Possibly it is the same with other deaf 
people. Sara Davenal stood before hei; in her drawing- 
room striving to make her comprehend the state of 
affairs relative to the Great Wheal Bang ; and not at 
first successfully. Miss Bettina had not understood 
why Mrs. Cray had driven round in hurried agitation 
that morning and carried off Sara by storm : Caroline 
would not explain why, and Sara could not Sara 
had returned home now, willing to aJBford every ex- 
planation ; indeed believing it to be her duty so to 
do ; but Miss Bettina, offended at the morning's 
slight, was keeping her heart closed ; and when that 
was shut, the ears would not open. 

** What d'you say ? You went up to the oflBces ? 
I should like to know what took you and Caroline to 
the ofllces ? Young ladies don't require to go to such 
places." 
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" She went to try to see Mark, aunt." 

^'Ugh!" growled Miss Bettina. *'Mark told her, 
indeed ! If Mark Cray told her to go down the mine 
amidst the lead, she'd do it. Doesn't he see enough 
of her at home ?" 

" She went to try to see Mark, Aunt Bettina,** 
repeated Sara, more slowly. **I — I am afraid they 
are mined." 

" Serve them right,** returned Miss Bettina, catch- 
ing the last word, but attaching no importance to it. 

"Some disastrous news has been received ifrom 
Wales, from the mina Caroline says a Mr. Bracken- 
bury called in Grosvenor Place last night ^" 

"Mr. who?" 

" Mr. Brackenbury. She did not know then why 
he called, but Mr. Oswald Cray has now told her 
that he brought the first news of it to Mark. It had 
come up to him by telegram." 

Miss Bettina Davenal bent her ear. " He came 
up by telegram ! What do you mean by that ? 
Have they got a new invention that brings up people, 
pray ? Why are you not more careful how you speak. 
Miss Sara Davenal ?" 

" I said the news came up by telegram, aunt. It 
came to Mr. Brackenbury ; and that's why he called 
on Mark last night. At least, so Mr. Oswald Cray 
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told Caroline. Caroline had been surprised or an- 
noyed at his visit ; she did not understand it ; and 
she mentioned it to Mr. Oswald Cray." 

Miss Bettina lifted her hands helplessly. " What's 
any Mr. Brackenbury to me ? — or Oswald Cray either ? 
I want to know why Caroline took you to those 
offices to-day?" 

'* I am trying to tell you, aunt," said poor Sara. 
"Mark went up to the offices early this morning, 
before Caroline was awake ; he came home again 
about eleven, sajdng he had forgotten something, but 
Caroline thought his manner absent and strange. He 
left again ; and soon after the house was invaded by 
quite a crowd of men, gentlemen, demanding to see 
him '' 

" Had they got an organ with them I" 

Miss Bettina's interruption took Sara rather aback. 
" An organ, aunt ? I don't know what you mean." 

•'Not know what I mean!" was the wrathful 
answer. " Crowds don't collect round houses unless 
there's a cause ; organs or monkeys, or some such 
nonsense. What did they collect there for?" 

Sara bent her head lower and strove to speak 
with even more distinctness. "It was a crowd of 
gentlemen, aunt ; gentlemen from the City ; though 
perhaps I ought not to have said a crowd, but it was 
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what Caroline called it to me. They came down in 
Hansom cabs, she said, and they were fierce in their 
demands to see Mark, and they'd hardly go away 
again, and they said the mine was ruined. Caroline 
was alarmed, and she went up herself to try to see 
Mark, but she did not like to go alone, and came 
round for me." 

The words were as a hopeless jumble in Miss 
Bettina's ear ; their sense nowhere. " I wish you'd 
be clear," she said, tartly. " If you want to tell me 
a thing, tell it in a straightforward manner. Why 
do you mix up crowds and organs with it ?" 

" Dear aunt, I never said a word about an organ. 
The — mine — ^is — ^ruined," she added, almost out of 
heart with her task. 

" What's ruined ?" shrieked Miss Bettina. 

*' The mina The Great Wheal Bang." 

Miss Bettina heard this time. She had lived in 
expectation of the news ever since the Great Wheal 
Bang first jumped into existence. Nevertheless it 
scared her ; and an expression of dismay sat on her 
refined features, as she turned them on Sara with a 
questioning gaze. 

" I believe the water has got in. They say it is 
utter ruin. And Mark Cray can't be found." 

"What has Mark Cray found ?"^ ' 
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"JTe can't be found, aunt. He was not at the 
offices when we got there, and the shareholders— as 
I suppose the people were — attacked the carriage : 
some of them have sunk a great deal of money in the 
mina There was no real danger, of course ; but Mr. 
Oswald Cray got us out of it." 

Miss Bettina stared hopelessly. "Oswald Cray 
got you out of the mine! What are you talking of?" 

" Out of the carriage, aunt ; not out of the mine. 
That's in Wales." 

" Do you suppose I thought it was in London ?" 
retorted offended Miss Bettina. *' You'll be obligiagly 
informing me where London is, next Where is 
Mark Cray?" 

" No one seems to know. His wife does not ; 
except that he said to her he might have to go down 
to Wales this evening, and she was not to mention it. 
She is in great uncertainty and distress." 

** What's she in?" 

** Uncertainty, distress,'* repeated Sara. *' She is 
as frightened as a child. I fear she wiU not be a 
good one to bear misfortuna I went home with her 
and remained some time; it was that made me so 
late. When I came away she was growing verj'- 
angry with Mark : she says he ought to have told 
her of it this morning." 
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"And 80 he ought/' said Miss Bettina. "Ah! 
I never cordially approved that match for Caroline, 
and the doctor knew it. She'll see what he's made 
of now. You say you came in contact with the 
shareholders : what did they say ?" 

Sara hesitated. " They were saying very disagree- 
able things, Aunt Bettina." 

** That's not telling me what they said." 

"They talked of deceit and — and swindling. 
They seem dreadfully bitter against Mark Cray.'' 

" Dreadfully what against him ?" 

" Bitter." 

" Oh," said Miss Bettina. ' " Mark Cray's a fool in 
more ways than one ; but they should blame them- 
selves, not him. Mark told them the mine was of 
gold, I daresay; but it was their fault if they 
believed it. A man might come to me and say, If 
you will give me a ten-pound note 111 bring it you 
back to-morrow doubled, and.if I fell into the trap I 
ought not to turn my anger on him. Mark Cray 
believed in the mine : those schemers are so sanguine." 

Sara bent her head until her lips almost touched 
her aunt's ear, and lowered her voice to a cautious 
tone : but somehow it was terribly distinct to Miss 
Bettina. 
^ " Aunt, I fear it is not quite so straightforward 
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as you think. There was an irruption of water in 
the summer — a slight one, I fancy — and Mark and 
Mr. Barker concealed it. It is this which makes the 
shareholders so angry, and they say — ^they say they 
can prosecute him for it." 

" Who said this ?" asked Miss Bettina» after a 
pause. 

" I can hardly tell who. We heard a great deal 
of talking altogether. One gentleman came up to Mr. 
Oswald Cray as he was taking us to the carriage 
again, and asked him if he was not Mark's brother. 
Oswald replied that he was Mark's half-brother ; and 
then the gentleman said harsh things, and Oswald 
could not stop him, and could not get us by." 

Miss Bettina poured forth question upon ques- 
tion. Incensed as she had been against Mark Cray 
and his wife for the past months, much as she had 
blamed their folly, sharp as were her prophecies of 
the final results, perhaps this was worse than she 
had bargained for. She had looked for ruin, but 
not for criminal disgrace. 

"And Mark can't be found, you say?" she asked, 
her tone a shrill one. 

"No." 

She sat down to the dinner-table, for the day had 
gone on to evening, despatching Neal for a fly while 
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she ate a bit, and then she went out, taking Sara. 
"Grosvenor Place," she said to NeaL And that 
observant domestic knew by the compressed lips, 
the clasped hands, the rigid head, how inwardly 
flurried was his mistress. 

They found Caroline in a state of emotion, border- 
ing upon hysteria. Fear, anger, perplexity, and 
despair, succeeding each other so rapidly that her 
mood may have been said to savour of the whole at 
once. Poor Caroline Cray knew nothing of either 
endurance or reticence ; her anger against Mark 
was great at the present moment, and she gave way 
to it loudly. 

"Where is he?'* was the first pointed question of 
Miss DavenaL 

"I don't know where he is. He might have 
trusted me. It's not his fault if the water has come 
into the mine, and he had no cause to go away ; but 
if he had gone, he might have taken ma Barker has 
been down here in a dreadful passion, and sajrs Mark 
was not a good fellow to steal a march on him and 
leave him alone all day to fight the battle with the 
shareholders. A hundred people, about, have been 
here after Mark, and it's a shame that I should be 
left to hear all the remarks. 

" Is Oswald Cray with you?" asked Miss BettintL 
III F 2 



114 OSWALD CBAY. 

*' Oh, my goodness, I don't suppose AeTl come here 
again," returned poor Caroline, half beside herself. 
''I thought him cold and queer in his manner to- 
day. Barker says he is vexed at losing his thousand 
pounds ; and that Mark got two himdred more from 
him last night after he knew the mine had gone. 
Oswald said nothing to me, but of course he is in- 
censed at it." 

Miss Davenal had been listening with her hand 
to her ear, and she heard pretty weU. "Do you 
know the particulars of the calamity?" she asked. 
Is the mine irretrievably ruined V 

" I don't know anything, except that Tm fit to go 
mad," she answered, beginning to sob like a petulant 
child. 

In that one first moment of the blow. Miss Davenal 
was generous enough to spare reproaches for all the 
foUy of the past, though she had plenty at her 
tongue's end. She had not sat down since she 
entered ; she had stood rigid and upright ; and when 
she went out to the fly she ordered it to Mr. Oswald 
Cray's. 

" Tell the man to drive quickly," said Miss Bettina 
to NeaL " What do you say, Sara ? Let you stop 
with Caroline ? Caroline wants neither you nor me ; 
I can see that. There'll be trouble over this." 
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Mrs. Cray had not chosen an inapt word when she 
said Oswald must be incensed against Mark. It was 
precisely Oswald's present state of feeling. He saw 
that the thousand pounds had been nothing but a 
stop-gap ; not drawn from him for his own good and 
benefit, as Mark so largely boasted, but for Mark's 
own necessities. And as to the two hundred pounds 
of the previous night, the money of the firm — Oswald 
did boil over at the thought of that Oh, why coidd 
not Mark have been upright and open ! why could he 
not have gone to Oswald with the truth upon his lip, 
and said, Let me have this two hundred pounds in 
my dire necessity, and I will repay you when I can ! 
Oswald was not the brother to refuse him. 

Oswald had had a battle with himself. When he 
returned home after that scene in the city, feeling 
that his money, the twelve hundred pounds, was 
irretrievably lost, he sat down and thought. Should 
he cancel the offer made to Frank Allister to go out 
to Spain, and take the appointment himseK, as at 
first intended? Was he justified in foregoing it, 
under this imexpected loss? The same considera- 
tions swayed him now as previously ; his own interest 
versus Frank's health, perhaps life ; but how weighty 
a balance was now thrown into his own scale. 

If ever Oswald had need of a better guidance than 
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his own, he had need now. And he was conscious of 
it. He had many failings, as we all have ; and his 
pride often stood in his way ; but he had one great 
and good gift — a conscience that was ever prompting 
him on the upward way. 

"No, I will not hesitate," he said to himself. 
" The necessity for Allister's going remains the same, 
and he shall go. I must over-get this other loss as I 
best can, though it may be years first, but 111 not set 
my own interest against Allister's life." 

And so Frank AUister and his sister received no 
coimtermand, and they proceeded to Mr. Oswald 
Cray's that evening, to talk over arrangements, as it 
had been decided they should ; and they never knew 
the sacrifice that had been made for them, or had the 
least suspicion that Mr. Oswald Cray had yielded up 
the appointment. 

"When Miss Davenal and Sara arrived, Mrs. Benn 
received them. That errant husband of hers, and 
valued servant of the firm, was out again. This was 
not Mrs. Bonn's cleaning day ; but any little extra 
duty, though it was but the receiving a visitor at 
unusual hours, put her out excessively ; and it was 
not usual for a levee of ladies to attend the house in 
an evening. She appeared at the door with the 
ordinary crusty face and a candle in her hand. 
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" Is Mr. Oswald Cray at home ?" was Keal's de- 
mand 

" Yes he is,*' returned Mrs. Bemi, speaking as if 
the question injured her very much indeed. 

Neal stepped back to the fly, and opened the door 
for the ladies to alight. Mrs. Benn stared at the pro- 
ceedings with all her eyes, 

** Well, if this don't bang everything ! " she ejacu- 
lated, partly to herself, partly to the street " If he 
was agoing to have a party to-night, he might have 
told me, I think. And that there Benn to go out, 
and never light the haU-lamp first I It cracks my 
arms to do it : a nasty, high, awk'ard thing. Will 
he be for ordering tea for 'em, I wonder ? when there 
aia't nothing but a hot loaf in the house, and one 
pat o' but " 

** Show me to Mr. Oswald's Cray's private rooms," 
,came the interrupting voice of Miss Davenal, as she 
entered. 

** This way," returned sulky Mrs. Benn, *' there's 
Qpe of them there already." 

The " one of 'em " must have applied to the as- 
sumed evening party, for in the sitting-room sat Jane 
Allister. Her bonnet was off; her shawl was un- 
pinned ; her fair face was serene and contented as 
though she were in her own home. Miss Davenal 
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bowed stiffly in her surprise ; and the rebellious 
jealousy rose up in Sara's heart 

**Is Mr. Oswald Cray not here?" asked Miss 
Davenal, halting on the threshold. 

Jane Allister came forward with her good and 
candid face ; and Miss Davenal's reserved tone 
relaxed. ** Mr. Oswald Cray is down stairs with my 
brother and another gentleman. They are settling 
some business together : I don't think they will be 
long." 

Miss Davenal did not hear, but Sara repeated the 
words to her. They sat down ; and Miss Allister, 
finding the elder lady was deai^ took her seat by Sara. 

" 1 came here to-night to settle particulars about 
our Spanish journey,'' explained Jane Allister, as if 
in apology for being found there. **1 am going 
to live in Spain.** 

Sara heard it as one in a dream. Oswald Cray 
was going to Spain for a lengthened residence : he 
had told her so when she was in that room a fortnight 
ago. If Jane Allister was going with him, why then, 
it must be that they were going to be married im- 
mediately." 

Her face flushed; her brow grew moist In a 
sort of desperation, in her eager wish to know the 
worst at once, she turned to Jane Allister. 
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*' Are you going with Mr. Oswald Cray V 

** I am going with my brother." 

"With — ^yonr — ^brother! And not with Mr. Os- 
wald Cray V 

"No, surely not. How could I go with Mr. 
Oswald Cray ? It would not be proper,** she simply 
added. 

** I — 'I thought — I meant as his wife,** said poor 
Sara, all confused in her heart sickness. **I beg 
your pardon." 

"As his wife! — Mr. Oswald Cray's! Nay, but 
that is an unlikely thing to fancy. I am not suitable 
to Mr. Oswald Cray ? Do you know him V 

"Oyes." 

" Then you might have been sure he'd not cast 
his thoughts to a plain body like me. Why should 
he ? I am not his equal in position. He has been 
a brother to Frank, and I reverence him beyond any 
one I know, as a good and true friend. That's aU." 

Why did her heart give a great bound of hope at 
the words, when she knew — ^when she knew that he 
was lost to her? Oswald Cray came bounding up 
the stairs, but a mist had gathered before Sara's eyes, 
and she saw nothing clearly. 

"Frank is waiting for you, Jane. He will not 
come up-stairs again." 
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^ Does he know about everything ?" 

" Everything, I think We have discussed it all, 
and he will tell you. But he is coming again in the 
morning/* 

Oswald had spoken as he shook hands with Miss 
DavenaL Another moment and they were alone 
together : the yoimg Scotch lady had left the room. 

" Mr. Oswald Cray, you must teU me aU you know 
of this unhappy business, jBram beginning to end," 
said Miss DavenaL "I have come to you for the 
information, and I beg you to conceal nothing. Is 
Mark Cray in danger ?** 

Oswald scarcely knew in what sense to take 
the word. He hesitated as he looked at Miss Da- 
venaL 

"How has it aU come about? Let me hear the 
whole of it ; the best and the worst. His wife pro- 
fesses to know nothing, and it was of no use my 
asking her. The water has got into the mina" 

" It is said to be overflowing it ; but particulars 
are not ascertained yet," replied Oswald, as he pro- 
ceeded to speak of what he knew. 

It was not much, for he was nearly as much in 
the dark as they were. Miss Davenal listened with 
compressed lips. 

At the conclusion of the interview, Oswald took 
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Miss Davenal out to the fly upon his arm, placed her 
in it, and turned to Sara. 

" The last time I saw you I had a journey in my 
head," he said in a low tone ; " I told you I was 
going to Spain." 

"Yes?" 

*' I am not going now. I have given up the idea. 
We shall send out a gentleman instead ; my Mend, 
Frank Allister. Good-night ; good-night, Miss Da^ 
venal." 

Severely upright in the carriage sat Miss Davenal, 
her countenance one picture of condemnation for the 
absent Mark. Only once did she open her lips to 
Sara opposite to her, and that was as the carriage 
turned out of the glare and gas of the more populous 
streets to the quiet one which contained their homa 

"What would your brother Edward say to this, 
were he at home?" 

What would he say to something else ? As the 
carriage drew up to the door, a female figure was 
slowly pacing before it, as if in waiting. And Sara 
shrank into the remotest corner of the carriage with 
a shiver of dread, for she recognised her for the 
stranger, Catherine WentwortL 



III 



CHAPTEE L. 

HAED USAGE FOR DICK. 

Do you remember the severe weather of the Christ- 
mas of 1860? How for once we had an old-fashioned 
Christmas Day, when the icicles hung bright and 
frozen from the trees, and the ponds were alive with 
skaters, after the manner of the Christmases we read 
of, of the days gone by. It was indeed a bitter 
winter, that at the close of 1860, and an unusual 
number of the poor and friendless, the sick and 
ailing, passed from its biting sharpness to a better 
world. 

In the mind of one, it almost seemed as though 
he had held some mysterious prevision of it ; and 
that was Oswald Cray. When deliberating, the 
previous autumn, whether he should go to Spain 
himseK, times and again had the thought recurred to 
him — ^what if we have a sharp winter? — ^how will 
Allister weather it ? And now that the sharp winter, 
more terribly sharp than even Oswald dreamt of, had 
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indeed come, he was thankful to have sacrificed liis 
own self-interest. In that more southern climate, 
Allister would not feel the cold of this ; and it almost 
seemed as if the thought alone brought to Oswald his 
reward. 

" Isn't it stunning, Aunt Bett?" 

You will probably recognise the words as likely to 
emanate from nobody's lips but Mr. Dick Davonal's. 
Mr. Dick had arrived for the holidays ; rather against 
the inclination as well as the judgment of Miss 
Bettina, but she did not see her way in courtesy to 
exclude him. Leopold had been in town with her 
since October, she and Sara nursing him ; so it would 
have been imkind to keep Dick at school alone for 
the holidays. Miss Bettina said London was a bad 
place for Dick ; he would be getting into all sorts of 
mischief ; perhaps get run over, perhaps get lost ; it 
was uncertain what : but Sara^ in her love for the 
boy, promised to keep him in order and out of harm. 
A rash undertaking. 

What of the Great Wheal Bang? The Great 
Wheal Bang was gone for ever I It had passed out 
ignobly, never probably to be heard of as a mine 
again, except in name at certain law courts, to which 
some of iter angry shareholders persisted in bringing 
it. Mr. Barker was abroad, and did not come home 
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to face the stonn ; it appeared there was no law to 
force him home, the matters of the Wheal Bang just 
escaped that ; and he carried on a free-and-easy cor- 
respondence with some of the exasperated share- 
holders, who told him to his &ce in their answers 
that he deserved hanging. 

And Mark Cray? Mark Cray was nowhere. 
The defunct company did their best to find him, 
but, try as they would, they could not discover his 
hiding-place. They assumed he was out of the 
country, most probably with Barker, and perhaps 
their home search was, through that very assump- 
tion, less minute than it might have been. A run- 
from danger is always more formidable than a faced 
one ; and if Mark Cray had only faced those share- 
holders he would no doubt have found their bite less 
hurtful than their bark. That they were loud and 
threatening and angry, was true; but Mark would 
have done well to meet the worsts and get it over. 
The luxurious house in Grosvenor Place had been 
long ago abandoned by Mark and his wife ; and so 
temporarily had it been lived in, so fleeting had been 
the enjoyment of the carriages, the servants, the 
society, and all the rest of the accessories^ that alto- 
gether that time seemed only like a dreanL 

"Isn't it stunning, Aunt Bett?" 
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Dick was standing at the dining-room window, 
his sparkling eyes devouring the ice in the streets, 
the tempting slides in the gutters. A yoimg gentle- 
man who was coming to the house with a small tray 
of meat upon his back had just gone down one beauti- 
fully, and Dick longed to be behind him. Leo 
stepped to the window to look, and thought he should 
like it too ; but Leo was not in strong health, as Dick 
was. 

'* Isn't it what?" asked Aunt Bett, looking up 
quickly. " Eaining ? " 

" Stunning," roared Dick. 

*' I wish you would learn to speak like a gentle- 
man, Eichard, and not use those expressions. If 
they do for school, they don't do for home." 

"I have been oiling my skates this morning," 
continued Dick. " They are rather short, but they'll 
do." 

"Oiling what?" 

'^My skates." 

** What cakes?" 

" Ska — a — ^tes. Aunt Bett. Everything will bear 
to-day." 

"Nothing bears in London," said Miss Bettina. 
" You must not try it, Eichard. A great many boys 
are drowned every winter in the Serpentina" 



126 OSWALD CRAY. 

"What muflfs they must be!" returned Dick; 
" Aunt Bett, the ponds would bear you, if you'd put 
on a pair of skates and try. They'd bear me a hun- 
dred times over." 

" Would they ?" said Miss Bettina. She turned 
to Sara, who was busy at the table, and pointed with 
her finger to indicate Dick. 

" I will not have him to go into this danger. Do 
you hear, Sara ? You undertook to keep him out of 
harm, if he came to us, so see to it Perhaps the 
best plan will be to lock up his skates. I don't 
want to have him brought home drowned." 

Dick was resentful He might have broken into 
open rebellion but for fear of being set back to enjoy 
his holidays at school He sat in a sullen sort of 
mood, on the edge of a chair, his hands in his pockets 
clicking their contents about, and his boots beating 
time restlessly on the carpet. 

" How it's aU altered !" he exclaimed. 

*'How is what altered?'' inquired Sara, They* 
were alone then. Miss Bettina had gone from the 
room to give Leopold his eleven o'clock dose of 
strengthening medicine. 

" Since Uncle Richard's time. Why, he bought 
me those very skates last winter, when that frost 
came in November. That is, he sent word to school 
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that I might have them. And then we had no more 
ice at all ! and Uncle Eichard kept wishing through 
the holidays there might be some for us I H^d have 
let us skate/' 

Sara was silent. Things had indeed altered since 
then. 

" It's an awful shame of Aunt Bett I The ice 
stunning thick, and a fellow can't enjoy it ! Drowned ! 
She might get drowned herself perhaps, but I 
shouldn't. Uncle Eichard would have let us skate 
in HallinghamI" added Dick, excessively resentfuL 
" He wanted us to skate." 

" But I think it was a little different, Richard 
dear. Those pouds at Hallingham were not deep ; 
and people do get drowned in the Serpentine. And 
there's nobody to go with you." 

Dick tossed his head. "Perhaps you think I 
want somebody ! You had better send a nursemaid. 
Fine holidays, these are !" 

A few minutes more of sitting still, and Dick 
could stand it no longer. He darted into the pas- 
sage and snatched his cap. Sara, quick as he, 
caught him with the street-door in his hand. 

" Dick, it must not be. You know I have 
answered for you to Aunt Bettina." 
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"All right, Sara. I'm not going near the Ser- 
pentine, or any other deep water." 

" You promise ?" 

"Yes; on my honour. There! Why, I have 
not got my skatea I'm going up and down the 
street-slides; that's alL You can't expect me to 
sit twirling my thumbs all day in Aunt Bett's par- 
lour, as Leo does." 

She had no fear then. If Dick once gave his 
honour, or if put upon his honour, he could but be a 
loyal knight Left to himself, no promise extracted 
&om him, he woidd have decamped right off to the 
Serpentine, or to anything else mischievous and dan- 
gerous ; but not now. 

But Dick •* took it out*' — ^the words were his own 
— ^in street-slides. All the most attractive ruisseaiix 
within a few miles of home Mr. Dick exercised his 
legs upon. It required a terrible amount of resolu- 
tion to keep his promise not to "go near '^ the for- 
bidden water ; and how long Dick stood in envy, his 
nose frozen to the park railings as he watched the 
streams of people pouring towards the ice, he never 
knew. He was not in a good humour ; the slides were 
very ignoble pastime indeed, only fit for street-boys ; 
and he thought if there was one gentleman more 
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ill-used than another that day in all Her Majesty's 
dominions, that one was himself. 

Mr. Dick stopped out his own time. He knew 
that he would be expected home about one o'clock to 
have something to eat ; but as nothing had been ex- 
pressly said to him, he took rather a savage pleasure 
in letting them expect, punishing his hunger. He 
saw a man selling hot potatoes ; and he bought three 
and ate them, skins and alL Dick was not in the least 
troubled with proud notions : Leo would have looked 
askance at the tempting edible, and passed on the 
other side ; Dick danced round the man's machine 
while he feasted, in the face and eyes of the passers- 
by. If Miss Davenal had but seen him ! 

Altogether, what with the slides, the hot potatoes, 
and the temper, Mr. Eichard Davenal remained out 
long after dark. When he began to think it might 
be as well to return home, and to feel as if fifteen 
wolves were inside him fighting for their dinner, he 
was in some obscure and remote region of Chelsea, 
where the population was more crowded than aristo- 
cratic, and the ice abundant. Happening to cast his 
eyes to a clock in a baker's shop, he saw that it 
wanted but twenty-five minutes to six. 

"My!" ejaculated Dick in his dismay. Miss 
Davenal's dinner-hour had been altered from six to 
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five while the boys were with her, and Dick had 
certainly meant to be home to tima He had not 
thought it was so late as this.^ Dick's hair stood on 
end, and the wolves fought desperately. 

" Suppose old Bett should say I shan't have any 
dinner !" 

The shop next door to the baker^s was a cook's 
shop — as they are called : and perhaps Dick's dread- 
ful doubt caused him irresistibly to linger for a fond 
moment at the window and gaze at the attractions 
inside. Under Dick's very nose was a steaming 
mound of beef just out of the pot, some parsnips 
round it ; other joints were there in plenty ; peas- 
pudding, plum-pudding, sausages, and a whole host 
of things irresistible to a boy in Dick's famishing 
condition. He mechanically put his hand into his 
pocket, lest a stray sixpence might by some miracle 
be there. In vain. Dick Davenal was one who 
could not keep money for an hour, and his having 
sufficient to buy the potatoes was a fact notable. 

Hurried as he was, he could not tear himself fix)m 
the tempting shop. The shopman, in a white apron, 
a great carving-knife and fork in his hand, was cut- 
ting thin slices from a cold round of beef and placing 
them in the scale on a piece of white paper. The 
balance went down, and he rolled the paper round 
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the meat and handed it to the customer waiting for 
it, a young woman — or rather lady, for she looked 
like one — who wore a \iiack veil over her face. She 
gave him sixpence and some halfpence in return, 
but the man did not seem to like the sixpence ; he 
held it close to the gas and then showed it to her, 
and she put her veil aside and bent her face nearer 
while she looked at it. 

If ever Dick Davenal believed he was in a dream, 
he believed so then. He rubbed his eyes ; he 
rubbed his frozen nose ; he stared through the inter- 
vening steam ; and he pinched himself to see whether 
he was awake. For that face was the face of his 
cousin, Mrs. Cray. 

Dick could not believe his senses. The shopman 
apparently decided that the sixpence was a good one, 
and put it in his till, and the lady had left the shop 
before Dick recovered his bewilderment. He had 
believed Mr. and Mrs. Cray were abroad. From a 
shrewd boy like Dick it had been impossible to 
guard the secret that something was wrong ; besides, 
he had heard of the failure of the Great Wheal 
Bang, and that its promoters were away, abroad or 
somewhere. 

But that was surely Caroline gone out of the shop 
with the paper of meat in her hand I Dick's spirit 
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went down to zero. However he might condescend 
to the purchase of hot potatoes, and suchlike stray 
escapades, he did not like to see Caroline buy cooked 
meat and carry it away with her. Dick knew that 
something or other must be aU wrong, and he sud- 
denly felt as timid as Leo. 

She crossed the road and went down a by-street, 
where the lights were scanty and the houses poor. 
Dick followed her. He saw how tightly her veil was 
drawn over her face ; and she walked with her head 
down : it might be to keep out the cold, or it might 
be to avoid observation. 

She turned into a house on the left-hand side 
whose door stood open ; a shabby-looking house, but 
sufficiently large. Dick, hardly certain in his own 
mind yet^ deliberated whether he should foUow her 
and show himself : and when he at length went to 
the door nobody was in sight. He took courage and 
knocked ; and a woman came out of the parlour on 
the right. 

" Is Mrs. Cray here V asked Dick. 

"Mrs. who?" 

" Mrs. Cray. She's just gone in." 

"There's nobody here of that name. Who's 
Mrs. Cray? You have mistook the house, young 
man." 
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Dick had his wits about him, as the saying runs, 
and they were suflficiently alert to prevent his insist- 
ing on the point of its being Mrs. Cray. ** Tm sure I 
saw some lady come in," said ha 

" Mrs. Mark came in a minute ago, for I met her 
in the passage. First floor if you want her." 

" Can I go up ?" asked Dick. 

" That's as you please," returned the woman, who 
was crusty enough to be first cousin to Mrs. Benn. 
**The other lodgers in the house is nothing to me, 
who goes up to 'em or who doesn't," 

She retreated inside the parlour and banged the 
door. Dick stumbled upstairs in the dark, the words 
** first floor" having guided him. Some light came in 
from a window on the landing, and he distinctly 
heard Caroline's voice in the front room. Dick- 
fashion, he burst in without knocking. 

Caroline gave a short scream. She was untying 
her bonnet, £ind the paper of meat, slowly unfolding 
itself, lay on the table. It was a plain sitting-room 
carpeted with drugget, a large sofa covered with dark 
blue stuff seeming to take up one side of it A white 
cloth was spread on part of the table, with some tea- 
cups and saucers, a loaf of bread, and a piece of 
butter. 

" Caroline, I was sure it was you I" 
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The first moment of surprise over, Caroline threw 
herself on a chair and burst into tears. Dick sat 
down opposite to her and stared round the room, star- 
ing oflf his bewilderment. Poor Dick was not pos- 
sessed of any superfluous sentiment, and the sobs and 
emotion only made him feel awkward. The sight of 
a home face was too much for Mrs. Cray. 

" Is Mark here ?" Dick asked presently. 

«No." 

Dick glanced round again, but he could see no 
door except the one he had entered at. 

" I'm sure I heard you talking to somebody, Caro- 
line. It made me know which was the room." 

" I was talking to myself. The words I said were, 
* I hope Mark will not be long/ and I suppose I spoke 
them aloud." 

A few final sobs, and the emotion passed. Dick 
was timid, almost nervous, and he never remembered 
to have been so in his life. A thought crossed the 
boy's mind of what his Uncle Eichard would say, 
could he see this curious state of things. 

*'Do you live here, Caroline?" 
^ "Yes. We went away in the country for a 
little time at first ; but it was so out of the way of 
hearing anything, so duU, so wretched, that we came 
back agaia Mark thought it would be better to 
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come pretty near to the old neighbourhood ; that 
there was less chance of our being looked for there 
than elsewhere/' 

" You don't have all the house." 

"All the house!" echoed Caroline. "We only- 
have this room and the use of the kitchen, which I 
hardly ever go down to. That sofa is a bed," she 
added, pointing to it. *'Mark draws it out at night." 

Dick felt more at sea than ever. " Has Mark got 
no money?'' 

Caroline shook her head. '* There's a little left ; 
not much. We did not save a thing from Grosvenor 
Place. People came in and took possession while 
Mark was away, and I got frightened and left it. 
Afterwards, when my clothes were asked for, they 
sent me a boxful of the poorest I had, and said those 
were aU. I don't know whether it was that they kept 
the best, or that the maid-servants helped themselves 
to them. Dick I " she passionately added, **I'd rather 
die than have to bear all this." 

'*Do you have to go out and buy the meat?' 
questioned Dick, unable to get the practical part he 
had seen out of his head. 

*' There's a boy that waits on the lodgers, the 
landlady's son, and he goes on errands sometimes. 
Mark thought we should be safer in a house like this. 
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where there are different lodgers, and one does not 
interfere with the concerns of the others; that we 
should be less likely to attract notice. In truth we 
were afraid to venture on a better place where persons 
might recognise ua" 

"Afraid of what ?'' questioned Dick 

"I'm sure I hardly know," she answered. "Of 
his being arrested, I supposa" 

" I say, does Sara know you are here ?" 

Caroline shook her head. " I have written her a 
note twice, saying we are safe ; but Mark would not 
let me give the address. Aunt Bettina has shaken us 
off, there's no doubt ; she'U never forgive Marf 

" Forgive him for what ?" 

" Oh, altogether," returned Caroline, with a gesture 
of impatience. "There was the leaving Hallingham, 
and Sara's money, and other things." 

*' Where is Mark?'' continued Dick. 

" He won't be long. He strolls out a little after 
dark, but he does not care to venture abroad by day- 
light. And so, you are up for the holidays, I 
suppose ?" 

Dick nodded. "Aunt Bett wouldn't have us at 
midsummer. But Leo broke his arm, and he wasn't 
strong, and she sent for him ; and then she said I 
might come up for Christmas, and we could both 
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go back to school together. I say, wasn't it unkind 
of her not to have us in the summer ? She said 
her house was small. Summer holidays are jollier 
than winter ones, especially where they don't let you 
go on the ice/' 

Did a remembrance cross Caroline of somebody 
else who would not have them in the summer? 
— whose house was not small ? Probably not. Ca- 
roline had room only for her own griefs. Since the 
falling of the blow she had existed in a state of 
bewilderment. The change was so great, the order 
of things so completely altered, that at times she 
believed she must be in a prolonged dream, and 
should shortly wake up to reality. As one who 
is suddenly put ashore in a foreign country, where 
the land, the customs, the people, and the tongue, are 
aU strange to him, and he can only accept them 
passively, yielding himself perforce to the necessity 
of circumstances, so it was with Caroline Cray. 
Believe me, 1 am telling you no untrue story. 

"How you cough!" exclaimed Dick, as she was 
interrupted by a heavy fit of coughing, not for the 
first tima 

**I caught a bad cold. It was very bad for a day 
or two, and I lay in bed. Dick I I wonder if I 
shall ever have a bed-room again ! " 
III G 2 
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" Couldn't you have a bed-room as well as this 
room V* sensibly answered Dick 

" There was only this room to let when we came 
here, and we thought it would do. If s tolerably 
good-looking you see, and we are more to ourselves. 
Every week, too, we are hoping to leave it." 

'^Wheretogoto?" 

^I don't know. Mark says something will be 
sure to turn up." 

*' I say, do they know about this in Barbadoes V 

^Not from us. I daresay Aunt Bettina has 
taken care to tell them. Is she as deaf as ever, 
Dick?" 

^ She's deafer. And she's getting a regular old 
woman. What do you think? she'd not let me go 
out skating this morning, for fear " 

A gentleman entered, and cut Dick's revelations 
short. The boy looked at him in puzzled bewilder- 
ment, for he thought he knew him, and yet did not. 
It was a full minute before Dick recognised him for 
Mark Cray. 

Formerly Mark had whiskers and no moustache ; 
now he had a moustache and no whiskers, and his 
beard was growing, and his face looked longer. He 
had on blue spectacles too. Altogether, Dick was 
hardly certain yet. 



OSWALD CRAY. 139 

Mark did not seem glad to see him. In manner 
he rather appeared to resent the accident which had 
discovered them to Dick, than to feel pleasure at it. 
Caroline put the slices of beef upon a dish, made the 
tea, and asked Dick to partake. 

But Dick declined. And nobody, perhaps, would 
have given careless Dick credit for the true motive, 
or for the real 6elf-denial that it was to a hungry boy. 
He had somehow drawn a conclusion that Mr. and 
Mrs. Cray had not too much meat for themselves, 
and he would not lessen it. 

*' I can't stay now," he said rising, " I shall have 
Aunt Bett at me as it is. Good-night, Mr. Cray ; 
good-night, Caroline." 

Mr. Cray followed him down the stairs. "You 
must be very cautious not to say that you found us 
here," he said. " Can we depend upon you V 

** As if you couldn't I'' returned Dick, " I know ! 
A fellow of ours at school has got a big brother, and 
he has to be in hiding nine months at least out of 
every year. I'll tell nobody but Sara." 

He vaulted off, or perhaps Mark Cray's injunc- 
tion might have been extended to Sara in particular. 
When he reached home. Miss Bettina, who had 
believed nothing less but that he was drowned, and 
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had sent Neal to a circuit of police-stations, met him 
in the corridor, followed by Sara and Leo. 

" You ungrateful boy ! Where have you been V 

**■ Don't, Aunt Bettina ! No need to seize hold of 
me in that way. I have only been sliding. I 
haven't been to the water." 

" You shall go back to school to-morrow," said 
Miss Bettina, as she turned into the dining-room. 

Dick caught his cousin by the arm. " You be ofif 
after Aunt Bett, Leo ; I want to speak to Sara* I 
say,** he continued in a whisper, as Leo obeyed him, 
** I have seen Caroline and Mark Cray l** 

" Nonsense, Dick 1 Why did you stay out so and 
frighten us?" 

" I have. I should have been in earlier but for 
thai Frightened? How stupid you must all be! 
As if I couldn't take care of myself. I saw Carine 
in a beef and pudding shop, buying cold meat, and 
T watched where she went to, and I've been there for 
half an hour, and I saw Mark I He has shaved off 
his whiskers, and wears blue " 

*' Hush !" breathed Sara, as Dorcas came up the 
stairs. " You must tell me later." 






\ 



CHAPTEE LI. 

WEARY DAYS. 

The cold, bitter, biting winter passed away, and when 
the lovely spring came round again, little trace was 
left of its effects, save in the remembrance of those 
in whose homes sickness, or privation, or death, had 
been busy. 

Two of those visitations had been rife in the 
poor house of Caroline Cray : sickness and priva- 
tion. Perhaps you noticed Caroline's reply to Dick's 
question of whether Mark had no money : there was 
a little left, she said, not mucL Left from what ? 
Dick did not ask. 

If ever an unfortunate company had come to grief 
more completely than other unfortunate companies, 
it was surely that noted one, the Great Wheal Bang. 
Sympathising friends — Barker's and Mark's — were 
wont to assure those gentlemen that they had 
" managed wretchedly :** and if we may dare to as- 
sume that the reproach was levelled at the fact of 
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having secured nothing for themselves, it was a right 
one. On the day that Mark Cray went up to the 
offices for the last time, he had but a trifling sum of 
money about him : Caroline had even less in her own 
purse ; and that was alL Barker's word of precau- 
tion had secured the diamond ring and studs, and 
these were converted into money, Mark and Barker 
equally dividing the spoiL Barker, with his share, 
took a little tour abroad while the cloud blew over ; 
Mark, as you have seen, went into hiding, and lived 
upon his part as long as it held out. 

Yes, it was an unhappy fact, very debasing in- 
deed after all the glory of Grosvenor Place, lowering 
as you may feel it to be to this history, Mr. Mark 
Cray hid himself by day, and slipped out to take the 
air at dusk in a moustache and blue spectacles. 
Mark Cray could but be a coward in the hour of 
trial ; he ran from the danger instead of facing it 
Had Mark but looked the angry shareholders and the 
trouble in the face, he need not have been so very 
fearful ; but to look a difficulty in the face was not 
in the nature of Mark Cray. He scarcely understood 
what he was afraid of ; he did not know what they 
could do to him — ^whether imprison him, or make 
him a bankrupt, or what; and Mark would rather 
have jumped into the sea than ascertain. He was 
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exactly like a child wlio runs away screaming from a 
dark closet, and dare not look to see whether cause 
for terror is there. Some of us, my friends, have 
been sadly frightened at shadows. 

When this state of afifairs was to end, and what 
was to get Mark out of his difficulty, he did not at 
present see. As long as the money lasted, he was 
not imduly anxious. He had great faith in some- 
thing "turning up,** he had unlimited faith in 
Barker; and Barker's letters were pretty frequent, 
and in the highest degree cheering. Barker hap- 
pened to have a cousin, about the nineteenth remove, 
settled at Honfleur in Normandie, and Barker had 
steered for the same port, and seemed to be living at 
ease there. Towards the close of the winter, he wrote 
word to Mark that he had something good in con- 
templation, connected with Paris, and if it came to 
anything Mark should share in it. 

But when Mark's money was gone, things 
changed. He grew restless and gloomy. He could 
not starve, he could not go to the workhouse : he 
must do something. Miss Bettina Davenal would 
not help them : she said she could not — perhaps with 
justica Leopold Davenal had been an expense to 
her, and was still ; he went back to school after the 
Christmas holidays with Dick, but he was not strong 
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yet, and sundry expensive extras were provided for 
him out of her pocket. That was not much : but a 
heavier expense had fallen upon her: for she had 
repaid Mr. Wheatley the two hundred pounds 
borrowed by Sara. Sara had disclosed to her aunt 
the fact of borrowing it, and in her pride Miss 
Bettina had made a sacrifice and repaid the sum. 
She had none left to bestow on Mark ; there was 
cleariy no help to be had jBrom her. 

And Caroline? You can take a look at her as 
she sat in the sim, which was shining into the room 
this bright day in eariy April Perhaps you re- 
member a remark Dr. Davenal once made — that 
Caroline was not one, as he believed, to bear well 
the adversities of life. Dr. Davenal was quite right : 
neither physically nor mentally did they agree with 
poor Caroline. 

I don't know whether anybody gets ill at once 
under a great shock. Caroline had not. When it 
fell upon her, she was too stunned, too entirely 
surprised, to be anything but bewildered. It may 
be questioned if a change so sudden — from seem- 
ingly assured prosperity to hiding and disgrace and 
poverty — ^has ever fallen. You may feel inclined to 
question it in this instance ; nevertheless, I repeat 
that I am telling you the simple truth. The reaction 
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had come now, and CaroKne Cray gave way sadly. 
Her cough, that Dick remarked upon, had got well ; 
but she would lie back in her chair all day, and it 
seemed next to impossible to get her out of it. 

But if the body was at rest, the mind was only 
the more active. Caroline's hours, in point of fact, 
were pretty equally divided between outward com- 
plaining and inward lamentation. Such lamentation 
is nearly always rebellious, and so was hers. The 
blow had been so complete ; the change was so very 
great ! All that pomp and vanity, all the luxuries, 
the carelessness, the pleasure attendant on that one 
past sunshiny wave in life's current, to have given ' 
place to this ! Perhaps the worst mortification, look- 
ing back, was that the play now seemed to have been 
so unreal ; as if they had had no right to indulge in 
it, were such fools to have embarked in it, worse than 
fools to have believed in it. Mortified, fretful, miser- 
able, Caroline Cray seemed to live but in repining 
and repentance. Mark was diflferent. He neither 
repined nor repented ; he was always restless, always 
expecting something to turn up ; and he would stalk 
up and down the room, giving tongue to all sorts of 
wild visions of what he would do, were he but clear 
of the world and the Great Wheal Bang. 

As he was doing now. While Caroline sat list- 
in H 
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less and inert in her chair, Mark was indulging a 
dream of the future, sanguine as a child. He had 
lately taken to consult the newspapers, and one 
tempting advertisement in particular had attracted 
hiuL Mark Cray was getting that experience which 
comes inevitably in a life cf vicissitude ; he had yet 
to learn how many of these advertisements are but 
traps for the unwary, how next to impossible to be 
the one successful applicant, if they are genuina 
But ever and anon Mark's dream was brought un- 
pleasantly to a break, as the recollection intruded 
itself that he was not a free man. 

* You see, Carine, if I were but clear of that re- 
sentful company, there are a hundred good things to 
be picked up. Fm sure there's a dozen at least in 
the paper every day. Thaf s a splendid thin^ I 
know, that one advertisement of this morning ; any 
fellow securing that '* 

*• Where's the use of talking of it?" intermptejl 
Carine. ** It all comes to nothing. You know you 
are not clear of the company." 

She spoke in' a fretful, peevish tona Just at firsts 
Mark's sanguine visions of rising again more glori- 
ously than ever, like a phoenix from its ashes, had 
somewhat infected her, but she was learning what 
they were worth : as she had just said, * it all came 
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to nothing." Utterly weary was her spirit Hope 
deferred making the heart sick ; but hope destroyed 
— and it had come to that with Caroline Cray — 
maketh it die. 

Physical privation tells terribly on the mind as 
well as the body, and it was telling upon her. They 
were next door to starving. What made it worse for 
Caroline was, that hers was a constitution requiring 
tl^e best of nourishment. The Davenals were a 
healthy family, but there had been a taint in her 
mother's blood. These physical privations would 
alone have made Caroline fretful : and she could not 
help it 

* I shall be clear of it soon," said Mark. 

* But how ?^ 

Even sanguine Mark could not detail the precise 
means by which the emancipation was to be accom- 
plished. " Oh, somehow,** said he, in his careless way. 
" The company must wind itself up." 

*• Why can't you apply to Oswald ?" . 

He shook his head very decisively. ''I can't face 
him. And if I did, he'd not assist me. He has lost 
too much, and is sure to bear malice." 

*' Are we to go on like this for ever V* 

" I hope we shan't go on so for a month. I wish 
you'd not talk so, .Caroline." 
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*How am I to talk? You have been saying the 
same all along." 

** Well, it's of no good yonr looking on the dark 
side of things. Yon are always doing it now." 

Caroline was silent for a few moments, when she 
suddenly lifted up her hands, and her voice broke 
into a passionate waiL 

'' Oh, if that money had bat been settled on me, 
as Uncle Sichard wished ! This must be a judgment 
npon ns for defying his' last commands." 

" Eubbish !' said Mark. 

" Are we to go out in the street andl)^?" she 
plaintively asked. 

** Are you going to be a child ? One must get a 
rub or two through life, Carolina Barker has been 
down upon his beam-ends five or six times, just as 
much as we are, but it has always come right 
again." 

She relapsed into a fit of weeping; half her 
hours, abed and up, were so spent Mark had 
ceased either to soothe or reproach; he had tried 
both, but ineffectually; and now was fain to let 
hej" weep, simply because he was helpless to prevent 
it. Mark Cray could not be unkind ; he was not 
that ; but he was hardly the right sort of husband 
for adversity. Shallow-minded, shallow-hearted, jws- 
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sessed of no depth of feeling, there seemed some- 
thing wanting in him now. He did his best to 
cheer his wife ; but the result was not satisfactory. 

The fits of weeping would sometimes go on to 
hysterics ; sometimes stopped just short of it. As 
this one stopped. Caroline suddenly roused herself 
and looked round wearily at the mantel-piece, as if 
there were a time-piece there, perhaps in momentary 
forgetfulness. Grosvenor Place had been rich in 
such ; elegant bijoux, worth no end of money. 

*f I wish Sara wpuld come I" 

•*Sara?" repeated Mark, halting in his mono- 
tonous promenade. 

" I wrote to her to come.** 

She spoke the words half defiantly. Sara, in con- 
sequence of the discovery of Master Dick Davenal, had 
come to see them once ; but she was not encouraged 
to repeat the visit. Mark especially was against it. . 
" If we have them coming here, we may get dropped 
upon,'* he had said to his wife ; " it would never do." 
But poor Caroline, wearied out with the wretched 
loneliness that seemed to continue month after month, 
and to have no end, had at length written to her 
cousin. 

•* Why did you not tell me, Caroline ?" 

•* You might have forbidden me." 
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" It's just what I should have done. We don't 
want her here. What good will she do ?" 

" What good will anything in the world do ? I 
wish I was out of it l" 

Mark Cray began to ask himself the question 
whether the expected visit could be stopped now. 
He had an intense dislike to meet Sara Davenal : 
we all shrink from meeting those whom we have 
injured directly or indirectly. But the question 
was set at rest by Sara's entrance, and Mark, after 
a short greeting, disappeared. 

All Caroline did for the first quarter of an hour 
was to sob hysterically. Sara, in slighter mourning 
now, unfastened the white crape strings of her straw 
bonnet, and sat over her in dismay, her sweet face 
full of compassion for the change she saw. 

" I want to know how it aU is to end," were the 
. first distinct words Caroline uttered. *' Am I to stop 
here till I die?" 

A question diflScult for Sara to answer. "Is 
Mark doing nothing ?" she asked. 

''He is doing nothing. He can't do anything 
while that business of the Wheal Bang hangs over 
him. If that were settled, there are fifty things he 
might get into. And if it can't be settled, we may 
both of us as well die at once as be famished to 
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deatL For that* s what it would come to. Those 
poor creatures that shut themselves up with the 
fumes of charcoal are not so much to blame, after alL" 

'' Caroline I'' 

**Well, I mean it," returned Caroline, a sullen 
tone beginning to mingle with her sobs. " It is all 
very well for you to exclaim ' Caroline T as if I were 
mad ; but you don't know what sorrow is. Nobody 
does until poverty comes." 

Sara thought that there were worse sorrows to 
be borne in the world than poverty. And she was 
right ; bad as poverty, to those unaccustomed to it, 
undoubtedly is. "What can I do for you?** she 
gently -asked. 

"Here we are, buried alive, and nobody comes 
near us ! Sara, if you only knew how I yearn for a 
home face ! — how I lie and cry for it !" 

"Mark — and you also — said I must not come, 
lest it might lead to discovery." 

"Neither must you, I suppose. At leasts not 
often. But sometimes I think it would be well if 
discovery happened. There'd be an end to this un- 
certainty at any rate. What is Mark to do if the 
thing can't get settled ?" 

She asked the question in strange earnestness, and 
Sara was struck with the yearning beauty of the lifted 
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face, of the wasting form. The violet eyes were 
larger than of yore, the cheeks were of a delicate 
crimson, and the hands were long and white and 
thin.'' 

" But can it not get settled?*' returned Sara. 

" We have nothing to eat, you know. That is, 
there's bread, and such-like ; but I can't eat it. 
Mark will dine on bread and cheese, or a thick slice 
of bread and butter ; and he really does not seem to 
mind ; but I can't. Sara ! if I could but have 
a good dinner ! " 

Sara caught up her breath. What comfort could 
she give ? 

" Sometimes, when I am sick with hunger, I lie 
and imagine the dinners we used to sit down to in 
Grosvenor Place. I imagine it, you know ; that they 
are before me now, and I am eating them. Turkey 
and bread sauce, or salmon and lobster sauce — it's 
nearly always substantial things I think of, I suppose 
because of my hupger — and I quite seem to taste 
them, to eat through a whole plateful. Sara, it is 
true." 

Sara Davenal had heard the doctor speak of some 
kinds of hunger as a disease, and could only suppose 
this must be one. "Iwish — I wish I could help 
you !" she murmured. 
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"You can't, I know. You have it not in your 
power, and Aunt Bettina won't : she's implacable. I 
did not send for you to ask it But, Sara, there's Os- 
wald Cray. If you would ask him, perhaps he might 
do something for Mark." 

The words startled her. "Ask Oswald Cray !" 

" I think if he would listen to any one, it is you. 
I don't forget how fond he used to be of you in the 
days gone by. Indeed, I got to think — but I was 
wrong, I suppose, so let it pass. Sara, you'll ask 
him for my sake ! Don't abandon us quite. I think 
he might help Mark out of this difficulty. Perhaps 
he might see the company, and get them to be friendly 
with Mark ; or perhaps he'd pay a few of Mark's 
pressing debts. , It might not take much money." 

** But why cannot Mark ask him ?" 

"He won't. Mark would rather it came to the 
charcoal — not that anything of that sort would ever 
be in his line — than apply to Oswald. There was 
some trouble between them about the money Oswald 
put into the mine, and Mark has kept away from 
him since. That is just why I have sent for you. 
Mark will not apply to Oswald ; no, not if it were to 
save him from prison ; and I don't feel well enough 
to go, and my bonnet's shabby. Sara, when a 
recollection comes over me — and it is always coming 
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— of the nice clothes I had, and how foolishly they 
were abandoned, I feel fit to go mad. Any way, 
unless a change takes place, I shan't want clothes 
long. Sara, surely you wiU do for us so trifling a 
thing as this !" 

To pursue the interview would be waste of time. 
When Sara Davenal quitted her cousin, it was with 
a given promise to sea Oswald Cray. Very much 
indeed did she shrink from it ; as much as she had 
shrunk from those interviews with Mr. Alfred King : 
but she saw no other means to help them; and in 
truth she did not anticipate much would come of this. 

Money seemed to be wanted everywhere. Miss 
Bettina complained sadly of shortness y the repaid 
money to Mr. Wheatley had crippled her : and Cap- 
tain Davenal's letters to Sara dwelt on his embarrass- 
ments. They told her privately how " hard up" he 
was, and in his random meaningless way, said he 
should have to run away to Australia and dig for 
gold, unless some dropped shortly from the clouda 
Captain Davenal's wife, as it turned out, was only an 
heiress in prospective ; but he appeared excessively 
fond of her, anxious to supply her with every luxury : 
and we all know that a married captain's pay, without 
other means, does not accord vrith luxuries in India. 

ffis vdfe ! Over and over again Sara asked her^ 
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self how it was possible Edward could have married 
her^ how he could speak of her in the fond manner 
that he did, if there really existed that impediment 
All the trouble and the care seemed to fall upon her- 
self individually — upon her own hidden heart So 
long as there existed a grain of doubt, she could not 
speak of this to Edward; and, besides, the letter 
might foil into the hands of his young wife. 

Personally, Sara had not been annoyed by Cathe- 
rine Wentworth- Occasionally through the winter 
and spring she had seen this young woman hovering 
outside, waiting for 'Seel ; twice she had come boldly 
to the house, knocked, and asked for him. Miss 
Bettina's keen eyes had seen her once. " Is it one of 
your nieces, Neal?" she graciously asked; "pray 
invite her in." " no, ma'am, she is no relative of 
mine," returned Neal, vith pointed emphasis. Sara's 
breath had quickened at the colloquy ; but it ended 
there. She was surprised at this immunity from per- 
sonal annoyance, and wondered how long it would be 
hers. 

It was a coincidence rather remarkable that Os- 
wald Cray should be at the door when Sara returned 
home from the visit to Caroline. About once in 
three months he made a call of politeness on Miss 
DavenaL Sara met him turning away : Miss Davenal 
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was out, and he had left his card. He would have 
passed her after shaking hands — his visit was not to 
her-^but Sam detained him, her cheeks in a glow at 
having to do it. 

" It is very strange,** she exclauned. " I was but 
now thinking how I could best get to see you. Do 
you mind coming in with me for five minutes?" 

He returned with her, perhaps all too willingly. 
A great many of us are tempted to stiaf from the 
strict line of duty marked out in our own minda 
Sara led the way to the drawing-room, and told him 
where she had been, and what Caroline said. The 
declining sun — for the afternoon was drawing towards 
its close — fell on Oswald as he sat listening to her. 
It was the same noble fgice that she had so loved to 
look upon — calm, still, good; but somehow all its 
youth seemed to have passed away. The eyes had a 
look of habitual sadness ; some silver threads mingled 
with the dark chestnut hair. She simply repeated 
Mrs. Cray's words, almost as a child repeats a lesson ; 
throwing no persuasive tone, no pleading of her 
own into it, for she felt that she had no right to 
do so. 

" Did Mark Cray wish you to ask me this ? " he 
inquired, as she ceased the tale. 

" Not Mark. Only Caroline. By what she said. 
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I fancy Mark Cray feels — feels ashamed to ask you 
anything.** 

" And he well may," answered Oswald, the old 
look of pride unpleasingly crossing his face. "I 
could have borne almost anything from Mark better 
than deliberate deceit. I cannot, no I cannot forgive 
it." 

Neither spoke for a few moments. Sara had un- 
tied her b6nnet-strings, and sat with her face a little 
► bent ; the eyes raised straight to him in their simple 
trust He had one glove ofif; it was a black one; 
and he was gently swaying it as his elbow rested on 
the arm of the chair. 

*' I cannot quite understand what it is that Mrs. 
Cray would ask me. She cannot seriously expect 
that I should pay Mark's debts. His personal debts 
alone would take, I imagine, a far deeper purse 
than mine. I am but making my way upwards, and 
Mark has taken care to put me back to an extent I 
shall not readily recover. Pay •Marcus Cray's debts! 
It is not within my power, any more than it would be 
within my will." 

Sara was silent, save for a glance. It said how 
foolish she herself had thought the demand. 

"I very much fear that Mark Cray is one of 
those men who want others to 'pay their debts' 
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throughout life," he resumed. * There are such. Were 
he free to-morrow, he would be embarrassed again in 
a year. To assist such men is no charity.* 

" Do you think anything can be done to clear him 
of the company ?" 

* Not while he keeps aloof. Mark himself must 
know it to be impossible ; or ought to know it The 
only chance for these affairs to be wound up, is for 
him and Barker to come forward." 

** Yes, I thought so,** she answered. •'But — Caro- 
line tells me — ^they are near upon starving ! " 

" More shame to Mark ! " exclaimed Oswald. ** I 
cannot describe to you how this affair has pained me. 
Mark is my father's son, and his disgrace seems to 
be reflected upon me. His hiding himself is the 
worst part of it alL While he does so, he is only 
prolonging the trouble and the ill. Believe me, it 
would not be a kindness to help Mark. Let him 
come forward as a man and a gentleman ought ; that 
would be the best help to him." 

Sara felt that he was right ; but she felt also that 
Mark would not come forward ; and what was to be 
the ending ? 

*' They are living in only one room ; it is at *^ 

** Don't tell it me I" impulsively interrupted 
Oswald, something like anger in his tone. *' I 
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would not for the world be made cognisant of Maiv 
cus Cray's hiding-place. People have come to me 
for it times and again ; and I am thankful to assure 
them in all truth that I know it not.*' 

He rose, as if wishing to put an end to the sub- 
jecty and held out his hand to Sara. 

" At least you will forgive me for presuming to 
trouble you so far," she murmured. " I could not 
help it : Caroline besought me very piteously." 

His dark blue eyes, so earnestly bent on her, 
gave sufScient answer, even without the pressure of 
the hand, the tender tone of the low words. 

^ You should not speak of it in that light. If 
you knew how great a pleasure it is to me for you 
to ask me anything! I had almost said it is the 
only one left to me in my matter-of-fact, working 
life. You and I have none too much of such : it 
seems to me that we both have to suffer for the 
wrong-doing of others." 



CHAPTER LIL 

SOMETHING •'TURNED UP* AT LAST. 

You might have taken a picture of the group in Mark 
1 'niy's nH)in to-day, if only by way of contrast to that 
of yestenhiy. Tlie living figures were the same : 
Mark, his wife, and Sara Davenal ; but the contrast 
lay in the expression, in the tone of feeling. Yester- 
day it had been nothing but gloom, depression, almost 
despair ; to-day it was all hope and hilarity. The 
cloud had gone from the faces of Mark and his wife, 
to give place to almost triumphal gaiety. On Sara's 
theiv was a look of pleasure, mingled with perplexity, 
as it' she would rejoice with them, but as yet scarcely 
understood what there was to rejoice at. 

l\>or Mark Cray I The very slightest straw of 
exptu'taney was sufficient to send his sanguine spirit 
into the elouda. All this change had been wrought 
by a letter from Barker, which the eleven o'clock 
|Mi4 luul inniight Barker, who was another of 
^iiii|j| had suddenly discovered, or thought 
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he had discovered, that an English doctor was wanted 
in Honfleur. He wrote over to Mark, strongly recom- 
mending him to come and establish himself, and to 
lose no time, lest the opening should be snapped up. 
*' There's a goodish many English here," said the letter, 
" and not the ghost of an English doctor. If an English 
fellow gets ill he must die, unless he chooses to call 
in a French surgeon, and the chances are he*ll bleed him 
to death. If you'll believe me, they bled a young Eng- 
lish lady this week for measles ! She seemed ill, and 
her friends called in a Monsieur Somebody, with a 
name as unpronounceable as that mine of ours, and 
he looked at her, and asked a few questions, said he 
thought she was sickening for some disorder or other, 
and therefore he'd bleed her. Well, he did bleed 
her, and ordered her some drink, called tissan, or 
some such name — I always shirked my French at 
school — which it's my belief is made of nothing but 
sugar and water. Bleeding for measles ! The Eng- 
lish say to me : * What a boon it would be if we had 
a countryman established here as doctor !* So Mark, 
old fellow, I've thought of you ; and my advice to 
you is, come and try it until something better turns 
up. I'm off to Paris shortly, but I'll stop here and 
welcome you first, if you decide to come. I know 
you hate your profession, and so do I, or I might try 
ui H 2 
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the opening myself ; but if you don't mind taking it 
up as a temporary thing, I think you may manage to 
find enough practice to get along with. Living's 
cheap over here, and the scenery's lovely, though thq 
town isn't much. Havre is only twenty minutes'* 
distance by steamer ; it's over the water — ^the mancher 
as they call it ; and Harfleur lies by its side, nearer 
to us stifl. We have got an English church, you can 
tell Mrs. Cray, if she's particular upon the point ; w© 
had a splendid sermon last Sunday, preached by a 
stranger. Altogether, it seems to me to be worth 
your thinking of under present drcumatances, and 
when the horizon has cleared a little, you can leave 
the place as readily as you come to it." 

And this was the golden bait that had laid tempt- 
ing hold on Mark. Perhaps to a man "under his 
present circumstances," as Mr. Barker put it, it did 
look favourable. Estimating things by comparison, 
it looked more than welL That one present room 
he was in, the dinnerless days, the blue spectacles, 
and all the rest of the little disagreeables you have 
heard hints of, were things to be flown from with 
the fleetest wings, if they could be exchanged for the 
position of a flourishing doctor in Honfleur. Mark 
was on his exalted ropes again, and his wife seemed 
to have thrown off her sorrow and her ailments. 
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The first consideration was money. This desirable 
place could not be reached without some. Even 
sanguine Mark allowed that Just a little, to allow 
of their getting there, and a pound or so to pay for 
lodgings, and carry them on until his patients came 
in. He and his wife were deep in the difficidties of 
the matter when Sara interrupted them. She had 
come to tell Caroline of her ill-success with Oswald 
Cray. 

But Caroline Was in no mood to listen to aught 
that savoured of non-success, and Sara's news was 
overwhelmed with the other. Barker^s letter was 
read to her, and Mark enlarged upon it in his 
sanguine strain. 

"I knew something would turn up," said he. 
''Barker's a right good fellow not to keep it him- 
self. Those continental towns are charming, if you 
can put up with the sameness : of course they get a 
little same after a time. Not all of them, though. 
We stopped three months in Boulogne once, before 
my father's death, and were sorry to come away from 
it. Only think how this will set Carine up, after all 
the late bother." . 

"I fear Honfleur is a small place to support a 
medical man," observed Sara, who could look at the 
proposal more dispassionately than the other two. 
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" It*s a lovely place/' fired Mark " Barker says 
so. It's renowned in history. If the places he men- 
tions are not of note, I'd like to know what are. 
History tells us that ! Why, it was from Harfleur 
that the children of one of the kings set sail and were 
overtaken by a storm and drowned, and the poor old 
father never was seen to smile again. I'm sure I re- 
member having to learn that in my history. Hon- 
fleur a small place! Not support a doctor! You 
must be saying it for the purpose, Sara !" 

" Well, Mark, I don't think it is large ; but what 
I meant was, support an English doctor. Are there 
enough English living there to do that ?" 

"Of course there are," returned Mark, whose 
sanguine mood resented nothing more than a check. 
*^ Would Barker say there was an opening if there 
wasn't?". 

She could have retorted that Barker had no more 
judgment than Mark ; but it was utterly useless, and 
she held her tongue. Besides, she did hope that 
Mark might pick up some practice, and any change 
seemed an improvement upon the present state of 
things. 

It seemed that there was only Oswald to apply to 
in the difficulty, and Sara was asked to do it. She 
declined. Upon which Caroline, in a defiant spirit — 
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for she was angry with her — said she would go to 
him herself. 

She. kept her resolution. At the dusk of evening, 
not before, Caroline Cray took her way to Parliament " 
Street, her step quick, her mood defiant still ; not 
defiant against anybody in particular, but against the 
whole world save herself and Mark. 

But when she came in view of the house she 
slackened her pace, going on slowly and cautiously, 
as one who wishes to reconnoitre the ground before- 
hand. What was she afraid of ? Of meeting any of 
the wrathful shareholders of the Great Wheal Bang ? 
If so, it was surely a singular coincidence that one of 
them should at that very moment be at Oswald Cray's 
door. 

He was being shown out by a lady in an inverted 
bonnet, if the term may be held applicable — brim 
downwards, crown upwards. Caroline recognised 
him at once as a Major Pratt, rather an extensive 
shareholder. Some acquaintanceship had sprung 
up between him and Mark, and the Major had 
dined twice in Grosvenor Place. Mrs. Cray shrunk 
into the shade, and drew her veil tighter over her 
face. He passed without seeing her, and Mra Benn, 
after taking a look out up and down the street, gave 
the door a bang after him. 
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Suffering a few moments to elapse, Caroline went 
to the door and knocked at it. Mrs. Benn had just 
reached her kitchen, and it went very much against 
the grain of that amiable lady's temper to have to 
go up again. Flinging open the door, she confronted 
the applicant^ opposition written in every line of her 
face, in every movement of her working arms, bared 
to the elbow. 

** I want to see Mr. Oswald Cray." 

'* You want to see Mr. Oswald Cray !" repeated 
Mrs. Benn, the tight and disguising veil completing 
her ire. *'Well^ thafs modest! When folks come 
here they ask if they can see him — and that's pretty 
bold for young women. What might you want^ 
pray?" 

** I want Aim," angrily returned Caroline. " Is 
he at home ? If so, show me into his presence." 

Something in the refinement of the voice, in its 
tone of command, struck on the ear of Mrs. Bemu 
But she was at warfare with the world that evening, 
and her prejudices were unconquerabla 

" I don't know about that. The other night a 
lady walked herself here, as bold as could be, and 
said she wanted to see Mr. Oswald Cray ; and when 
I let her go jin, it turned out that she had got some 
smuggled cambric handkechers to sell, and she kept 



OSWALD CRAY. 167 

worriting of him to buy for five-and-twenty minutes. 
* Mrs Benn/ says he to me afterwards in his quiet 
way, ' I don't want them sort of people showed in to 

me/ But how be I to know one sort from Oh, so 

it is you, is it, Joe Benn ? I wonder you come home 
at all, I do I You have been two mortal half-hours 
gone, and nothing but visitors a-tramping in and out 
Perhaps you'll attend to 'em/' 

Caroline turned instinctively to the respectable- 
looking man who approached the door " I wish to 
see Mr. Oswald Cray. My business is of import- 
ance." 

•' Certainly, ma'am. Is Mr. Oswald Cray alone,'' 
he asked of his wife. 

** Yes, he is alone. And I shoidd think he'd like to 
remain alone, if only for a moment's peace and quiet. 
He can't get no rest at his work, any more than I can 
at mine." 

She stood before Oswald with her veil thrown 
back, her face working with emotion, her hands 
clasped. The table was between them. Benn had 
closed the door after showing her in, and Oswald, who 
was busy over some tracings, rose and stared in very 
astonishment. She gave a summary of her business 
in a rapid, breathless manner, as if fearing there 
would be no time left to tell it in. Mark had at 
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length an opening of escape from the present misery, 
if he could only be helped to embrace it A surgeon 
was wanted at Honfleur, and the place was offered 
to him. 

Oswald pressed her to a chair, sat down,. and 
questioned her. 

"Why does not Mark come forward and show 
himself?'* he presently asked. 

"Come forward and show himself!" she re- 
peated. " What, and get put into prison V* 

" He must come, sooner or later. He cannot re- 
main a proscribed man all his life. What end has 
he in view by remaining concealed ? What does he 
promise himself by it V 

" I don't know." 

" But Mark ought to know. He must be aware 
that there's an imperative necessity for his coming 
forward ; that it is a thing there is no escaping. 
What does he wait for ?" 

*' He says he wants the storm to blow over first." 

" The storm will not blow over. Were Mark to 
hide himself for ten years, and then appear, it would 
only raise itself again. The very best thing that he 
can do is to appear and face it." 

*'Then he never will — at least, not yet awhile. 
And, Oswald, I don't think you are a brother if you 
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can wish him to do it But I did not come here to 
discuss ihaty she added. "I came to ask if you 
would lend me — me, not Mark — the trifle necessary 
to take us over the water. I will pay you back 
again if I have to save it up by sixpences." 

She betrayed more restlessness of manner than 
Oswald had ever observed. Since her entrance she 
had been incessantly taking off and putting on the 
left-hand glove. He thought her changed. Her face 
looked worn, her eyes anxious. 

" It would be doing you no kindness, Mrs. Cray. 
Believe me, the only plan open to Mark is to come 
forward and meet the company. His stopping away 
makes things worse. Major Pratt was here just be- 
fore you came in, asking if I could give him news of 
Mark. I am tempted to wish often that I had no 
connection with him. Tell him to face this." 

'* I will not tell him," she answered, her cheeks 
crimson, her violet-blue eyes shining with a purple 
light ** If you will not advance me these poor few 
pounds that I plead to you for, there 11 be nothing 
for us but to lie down and die. I have not " — she 
paused, struggling with her emotion — "I have not 
had a proper meal these three months ; I feel often 
sick with want Sometimes I wish I was with Uncle 
Eichard." 

m I 
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Oswald hesitated, whether to ring at once for 
refreshment or to wait until her emotion had spent 
itself. He compassionated her with his whole 
heart. 

" What would ten or twenty pounds be to you ?" 
she resumed. "Ten might take us there; twenty 
would seem like a fortune. Won't you give us a 
chance of life?" 

" It is not the money I think of ; it is not indeed, 
Mrs. Cray. But Mark ought not to go to Honfleur 
while these clouds are hanging over him.'' 

*^Let me have the money," she pleaded ; "let me 
have it. I don't want you to give it me to-night, 
only to promise it to ma Uncle Eichard woidd 
have done as much for you." 

What was he to do? What would you have 
done, my reader ? Upright, honourable, just though' 
he was, he did not resist those tearful eyes, those 
pleading hands, and he promised her the money that 
would carry Mark Cray farther and farther away from 
his creditors. 

" And now what will you take V he asked, ringing 
the belL 

« Nothing. I don't think I am as strong as I was ; 
and in moments of excitement, I feel unable to touch 
bit or drop. Wine ? no, I am not strong, I say ; I 
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am not used to wine now ; only half a glass of it, 
and I should hardly walk home." 

He did not intend that she should walk, he told 
her ; and he induced her to take a very little wine, 
but she could not eat. Then he gave her his arm 
down stairs. 

Mrs. Benn met them in the halL Caroline hastily 
drew her veil over her face, but not before the woman 
had caught a glimpse of her features. Oswald let 
himself out at the door, and shut it after him, and 
Mrs. Benn backed against the wall to recover her 
amazement. 

** Mrs. Cray ! — his brother's wife I — ^them that are 
in hiding ! And the last time she was here it was 
in a coach and four, as may be said, with her feathers 
in her bonnet and her satins on her back I What a 
world this is for change — and work ! Yes she Jiave 
just gone out, that there lady, Joe Benn, and the 
master with her. And you not up to open the 
door!" 



CHAPTER LIII. 

A NEW HOME. 

It was an exquisite scene ; one of the very prettiest 
in Normandia The old town, with its aged and irre- 
gular buildings rising one over the other like hanging 
gaxdens ; the large expanse of water, clear as a sheet 
of glass, bright with the early sun, stretching out 
underneath as far as the eye could see ; the In'llfl on 
the right, with their clustering trees and their winding 
road, leading to the nestling houses in the village of 
St. Sauveur ; Harfleur opposite, standing as a back- 
ground to the plain of crystal, with its old castle (or 
what looks like one) conspicuous, and its gentle 
mounts green and picturesque ; Havre lying next it 
almost side by side, with its immensity of buildings 
and its long harbour; — ^these were what may be 
called the prominent parts of the canvas, but were 
you looking at it, you might find the minuter points 
of the filling-in even more interesting. The whole 
made a magnificent tableau, which, once seen, must 
rest upon the charmed mind for ever. 
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The Hdtel du Cheval Blanc, situated at one end of 
the town, was perhaps the best spot in all Honfleur 
for admiring this panorama — imless, indeed, you 
mounted the heights above. Standing in one of the 
end rooms of this hotel on the second floor, whose 
windows commanded two sides of view, the town and 
the water, was a gentleman whom you have met 
before. Tou could not have mistaken it for anything 
but a French room, with its bare floor, its tasty cur- 
tains, and its white-covered chairs. The tables had 
marble tops, hard and ugly, but the piano opposite to 
the fire-place was of tolerable tone. 

It was the best of the two sitting-rooms in the 
hotel ; better than the one on the first floor under- 
neath, because these windows were low and cheerful, 
and those were high and grim. This room and a 
chamber into which it opened (whose intervening 
door could never be got to shut, and if shut couldn't 
be got to open) looked right over to Harfleur. For the 
matter of that, the room opened into two chambers, 
but .the one was closed up just now, and we have 
nothing to do with it. like most French rooms, it 
seemed made up of doors and windows. 

The gentleman standing at the window was Mark 
Cray. Resident at Honfleur more than a month 
now, this was the first time he had been called in to 
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see a patient. A traveller had been taken ill at the 
Cheval Blanc in the middle of the night, had asked if 
there was an English doctor in the place, and Mark 
was summoned. 

It was rather a serious case, and Mark had not 
left him yet. The door between the rooms was 
open, but Mark kept as still as a mouse; for the 
patient, he hoped, was dropping into a dose. Mark 
had occupation enough, looking out on the busy 
scene. It was high tide, and the harbour, close on 
which the hotel was built; was alive with bustle. 
Fishing boats were making ready to go out ; fishing 
boats were tiding in, bearing their night's hauL 
The short pier underneath had quite a crowd on it 
for that early hour ; women with shriU tongues, 
men with grufif ones, who were waiting to tow in a 
merchant vessel drawing near ; idlers only looking 
on, — their babel of voices came right up to Mark, 
and had he been rather more familiar with the 
Norman tongue, he might have known what aU the 
gabbling was about. A quiet wedding-party, three 
men and three women, were taking a walk on the 
pier, two and two, after the performance of the 
early ceremony ; or perhaps it had been performed 
the previous day, and this one was the continuance 
of the holiday,-^one never knows ; the gala caps on 
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the women'fii heads — such caps as we may see in 
pictures — ^flapped out their extraordinary wings : a 
sober, middle-aged, well conducted wedding-party 
of humble life. They probably came, Mark thought, 
from some few miles inland, where the water and 
the boats were not every-day objects, as at Hon- 
fleur, for their interest in these seemed intensa 
Every minute there was something new, as is sure 
to be the case with a fuU tide at early morning : 
now, an entanglement of boats at the entrance of the 
harbour ; now, the snapping of a cord and deafening 
noise in consequence ; and now a flat barge, heavily 
laden, went rounding oflf to the Seine, to toil up 
between its green banks as far as Eouen. 

Suddenly, a noise as of the waters being cut 
through arose, and Mark, who was watching the 
toiling barge and wondering what she was laden 
with, turned his head to the left The steamer ply- 
ing from Havre was coming in — had almost reached 
the port. She had made a fine passage that morn- 
ing : not twenty-five minutes yet had passed, since 
she steamed out of Havre. The coming in, and the 
going out again of these steamers, twice each way 
in the summer days, is the great event in Honfleur 
life. 

In, she came to the harbour, swiftly and steadily, 
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rounded the point under the hotel windows, and 
moored herself in her place, opposite the hotel 
entrance. Mark Cray changed his window now. 

Quitting that at which he hatl been standing, 
he quietly opened the one which faced the town and 
inner harbour, and leaned out to watch the disem- 
barking of the steamer's live freight 

" I wonder how many of them will be coming 
into the hotel to breakfast?" he murmured. "I 
wish ** 

What he was about to wish was never known. 
A voice from the inner room interrupted him. And 
it was not by any means a feeble voice, but rather a 
loud one. 

« Mr. Cray !" 

Mark hastened in. To his surprise he saw his 
patient, whom he had left in hope of sleep, out of 
bed and dressing himself. Mark, as medical at- 
tendant, made a strong remonstrance. 

"I feel a great deal better," was the answer. 
" I can't lie any longer. Is not that the boat come 
in?" ' 

'* Yes," said Mark. '' But " 

*'Well, I told you I must go back by her 
to Havre, if I possibly could. Necessity has no 
choice." 
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Mark could only look his amazement. The boat 
would go out again almost directly, and the patient 
stood little chance of having time for breakfast. 
" You cannot go by this boat,** he said. " There'll 
be another later in the day." 

"I can't wait for that. I must be away from 
Havre by an early train." 

" But I — ^I don't know that I can pronounce you 
out of danger," remonstrated Mark, hardly able yet 
to realise the fact that a gentleman, thought to be 
dying in the night, was dressing himself to go off by 
a steamer in the morning. 

" I know these attacks of mine are bad — dan- 
gerous, I suppose, while they last ; but, once over, 
I am well, except for weakness. And the long and 
Jihe short of it is, I must go to Havre by the return 
boat." 

Mark Cray saw that further objection would be 
useless. The chamber-man (I can't help it if you 
object to the appellation ; the hotel had no women 
Servants) came in with warm water, and the tra- 
veller ordered a cup of coffee to be ready by the 
time he got down. Mark went back to the sitting- 
room. He would stay and see him on board. 

The steamer's first bell had rung when the tra- 
veller came forth. Mark caught up his hat and 
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gloves. "I hardly know what I am indebted to 
you," said the stranger, placing a thin piece of paper 
in his hand. " Perhaps that will cover it." 

It was a hundred-franc note. Mark would have 
given it back, badly though he wanted money. It 
was too much ; altogether too much, he exclaimed. 

"No," said the stranger. "I don't know what 
I should have done without you ; and you have 
stayed with me the night That's being attentive. 
I was taken ill once before in the night at an .hotel 
in France, where there happened to be an English 
doctor in the town, and they got him to me. But 
he was gone again in an hour, and in fact seeined 
to resent having been disturbed at alL I didn't 
pay him more than I was obliged." 

" Ah, he had plenty of practice, perhaps," cried^ 
Mark, rather too impulsively. '^ But indeed this is 
paying me a great deal too much. I don't like to 
take it." 

** Indeed it is not, and I hope you will accept 
my thanks with it," was the conclusive answer. 

Mark Cray saw the traveller on board the boat, 
watched it move off, turn, and go steaming down the 
port.. And then he made the best of his way home, 
the himdred-franc note in his pocket seeming to be £i 
very fairy of good fortune. 
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They had come to Honfleur the latter end of 
April ; this was the beginning of June ; and poor 
Mark had not found a single patient yet Mr. Barker 
had been there to receive them on their arrival. 
How Barker contrived to live, or whence his funds 
came» Mark did not know, but he always seemed 
flourishing. There are some men who ^ways do 
seem flourishing, whatever may be their ups and 
downs. Barker was in Paris now, apparently in high 
feather, his letters to Mark boasting that he was 
getting into " something good." 

Mark ran all the way home ; his lodgings were 
not far, near the ascent of the Mont Joli Could 
scenery have supplied the place of meat and drink, 
then Mark Cray and his wife might have lived as 
epicures, for nothing could well be more grandly 
beautiful than the prospect seen from their windows. 
But, alas ! something besides the eyes requires to be 
ministered to in this world of wants. 

It was a small house with a garden before the 
door, and was tenanted by a widow lady and her 
servant. Mark and his wife occupied a small sitting- 
room in it and a bed-chamber above ; opening from 
the sitting-room was a little place about four feet 
square, which served for kitchen, and was let to them 
with the rooms. They waited on themselves ; it is 
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rare indeed that attendance is furnished with lodg- 
ings in France. But madame's servant was com- 
plaisant, and lighted their fire and did many other 
little things. 

Caroline was in the bed-room, dressing, when 
Mark returned ; — dressing in that listless, spiritless 
manner which argues badly for the hope and heart 
It was a pity their expectations in regard to Honfleur 
had been so inordinately raised, for the disappoint- 
ment was keen, and Caroline perhaps had not strength 
to do battle with it. She had pictured Honfleur 
(taking the impression from Barker's letters and 
Mark's sanguine assumptions) as a very haven of 
refuge ; a panacea for their past woes, a place where 
the English patients, if not quite as plentiful as 
blackberries, would at least be sufficient to furnish 
them with funds to live in comfort. But it had alto- 
gether proved a fallacy. The English patients held 
aloof. In fact, tljiere were no English patients, so far 
as they could make out. Nobody got ill ; or, if they 
did get ill, they did not come to Mark Cray to be 
cured. Tribulation in the shape of petty embarrass- 
ment was coming upon them, and Caroline began to 
hate the place. She was weary, sick, sad ; half dead 
with disappointment and ennui. 

Unfortunately, there was becoming a reason to 
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suspect that something was radically wrong with 
Caroline. Not that she thought it yet ; still less 
Mark Dr. Davenal had surmised that her constitu- 
tion was unsound. 

During the time of their sojourn at Chelsea, where 
Mr, Dick Davenal came so suddenly upon them, and 
Mark was accustomed to go out to take the air adorned 
with blue spectacles and a moustache, Caroline, in 
undressing herself one night, found — or fancied that 
she found — a small lump in her side, below the ribs. 
She thought nothing whatever about it, it was so very 
small ; in fact, it slipped from her memory. Some- 
time afterwards, however, she accidentally touched her 
side and felt the same lump there again. This was 
of course sufficient to assure her that it was not fancy, 
but still she attached no importance to it, and said 
nothing. But the lump did not go away ; it seemed 
like a little kernel that could be moved about with 
the finger ; and in the week following their arrival at 
Honfleur she first spoke of it to Mark. Mark did not 
pay much attention to it ; that is, he did not think 
there was any cause to pay attention to it ; it might 
proceed from cold, he said, or perhaps she had given 
herself a knock ; he supposed it would go away again. 
But the lump did not go away, and Caroline had been 
complaining of it lately. 
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On this past night — or rather morning — ^when 
Mark was at the hotel with the patient to whom he 
was called, Caroline had been recreating her imagina- 
tion with speculations upon what the lump was, and 
what it was likely to come to. Whether this caused 
her to be more sensitive to the lump than she had 
been before, or whether the lump was really begin- 
ning to make itself more troublesome, certain it was 
that her fears in regard to it were at length aroused, 
and she waited impatiently for the return of her hus- 
band. 

*' Mark, this lump gets larger and larger. I am 
certain of it." 

It was her greeting to Mark when he entered and 
came up to the chamber. She turned her spiritless 
eyes upon him, and Mark might have noted the sad 
listlessness of the tone, but that it had become habi- 
tual He made no reply. He was beginning himself 
to think that the lump got larger. 

*' And it pains me now, — a sort of dull aching. 
I wonder if it's coming to anything. Just feel it, 
Mark." 

Mark Cray drew her light cotton dressing-gown 
tight across the place, and passed his fingers gently 
over and over it. He was not so utter a tyro in his 
profession as to be ignorant that the lump might 
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mean mischiet Caroline, with most rapid quick- 
ness of apprehension, noted and did not like his 
silence. 

" Mark ! what is it ? What's going to be the matter 
with me V* 

* Nothing, I hope," replied Mark, speaking readily 
enough now. ** It will go away, I daresay. Perhaps 
you have been fidgeting with it this morning." 

* No, I have not done that. And if the lump 
meant to go away, why should it get larger ? It does 
get larger, Mark. It seems to me that it has nearly 
doubled its size in the last week." 

** I think it is a little larger," acknowledged Mark, 
feeling perhaps that he could not get out of the con- 
fession. " How long has it pained you ?" 

** I can't remember. The pain came on so imper- 
ceptibly that I hardly know when it first began. 
What is the lump, Mark ?" 

"Ican'ttelL" 

** You can't teU?" 

" I can't tell jfet. Sometimes lumps appear and 
go away again, and never come to anything." 

"And if they do come to anytiiing, what is it that 
they come to ?" 

"Oh, sometimes one thing and sometimes another," 
answered Mark lightly. 
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" Can't you tell me what the things are ?" she re- 
joined, in a peevishly anxious tone. 

'* Well — ^boils for one thing ; and tumours." 

"And what becomes of these tumours?" she 
quickly rejoined, catching at the word. 

** They have to be taken out" 

" Is it very painful ?" 

" Law, no. The pain's a mere nothing." 

** And cancers ? How do they come ?" proceeded 
Caroline after a pause. *' With a little lump at first, 
like this V 

** Cancers don't come there. Tou need not fear 
that if s a cancer. Carine, my dear, you must be 
nervous this morning." 

She passed by the remark, hardly hearing it. 
" But Mark — you say you can't tell yet what it is." 

" Neither can L But I can tell what it is not 
111 get you a little ointment to rub on it^ and I make 
no doubt it will go away " 

Caroline was doing her hair at the moment She 
had the brush in one hand, the hair in the other ; 
and she paused just as she was, looking fixedly at her 
husband. • 

" Mark, if you don't know what it is, perhaps 
somebody else would know. • I wish you'd let me 
show it to a doctor." 
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Mark laughed He really believed she must be 
getting nervous about it, and perhaps deemed it 
would be the best plan to treat it lightly. "A 
French doctor? Why, Carine, they are not worth 
a rush." 

" I have heard Uncle Eiohard say the contrary," 
she persisted. "That the French, as surgeons, are 
clever men." 

" He meant with the knife, I suppose. Well, 
Caroline, you can let a Frenchman see the lump if 
it will afford you any satisfaction. Tou don't ask 
me what has kept me out all these hours !'' rejoined 
Mark, changing the topic. "I have had a patient 
at last." 

" Yes, I suppose that He was very iU, perhaps, 
and you had to remaiQ with him." 

She spoke in the wearied, inert tone that seems 
to betray an entire absence of interest. When the 
spirit has been borne down with long-continued 
disappointment, this weariness becomes a sort of 
disease. It was very prejudicial now, in a physical 
point of view, to Caroline Cray. 

Mark took out the note. '* See how well he paid 
me!" he cried, holding it to her. "I wish such 
patients would come to the Cheval Blanc every 

ni 1 2 
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The sight aroused her from her apathy. "A 
hundred-franc note!" she exclaimed with dilating 
eyes. " Mark ! it is quite a godsend. I shall 
believe next in Sara Davenal's maxim : that help is 
sure to turn up in the time of need." 

In the time of need ! It was a time that had 
certainly come for them. The surplus of Oswald 
Cray's twenty pounds, remaining after the expenses 
of removal were paid, had come to an end, and 
neither Mark nor his wife had seen their way clear 
to go on for another week. It was in truth a god- 
send ; more strictly so than Caroline, in her light- 
ness, deemed. 

But the money, welcome as it was, did not take 
the paramount place in her mind to-day that it 
might else have done. That was occupied by the 
lump. Caroline's fears in regard to it could not be 
allayed, and she insisted upon being taken to a 
doctor for his opinion, without any delay. Mark 
made inquiries, and found a Monsieur Le Bleu was 
considered to be a clever man. He proposed to ask 
him to caU, but Caroline preferred to go to him, 
her reason being a somewhat whimsical one, as ex- 
pressed to Mark : " If he has to come to me I shall 
think I am teally ill" Accordingly they went 
that same afternoon, and the interview, what with 
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Mark Cray's French and the doctor's English, was 
productive of some temporary difficulty. 

They started after their early dinner. M. Le 
Bleu lived not very far from them, but in the heart 
of the town, and Mark began by calling him Mr. 
Blue, mns cir^monie. Mark had learned French at 
school, and therefore considered himself a French 
scholar. On the door was a brass plate — "M Le 
Bleu, M^decin ;'* and a young woman in a red petti- 
coat, grey stockings, and sabots, came to the door in 
answer to the ring. 

" Is Mr. Blue at home ? " demanded Mark. 
''Mossier Blue, chez elle?" continued he, trying to 
be more explanator}", in answer to the girl's puzzled 
stare. 

"Oh, Mark," whispered Caroline, her cheeks 
flaming at this specimen of French. " Monsieur Le 
Bleu, est-il chez lui?" she hastily said, turning to 
the servant 

Monsieur Le Bleu was "chez lui," the girl said 
to them, and they were admitted. A little middle- 
aged gentleman in spectacles, with no beard or 
whiskers or moustache, or any other hair to speak of, 
for that on his head was as closely cut as it could 
be, short of being shaved, came forward. He asked 
what he could have the honour of doing for them.^ 
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" Speak English, Messeu V began Mark. " Parle 
Anglishe V 

"Yas, sare," was the amiable response, as the 
doctor handed Caroline a seat. "I spack the 
Anglishe, moi" 

" Oh then we shall get on,^ cried Mark. " Madame 
here, ma femme, it's for her. I don't think it's much, 
but she would come. That's my name" — ^handing in 
his card. 

The Frenchman was a little puzzled by so much 
English all at once, and relieved himseK by looking 
at the card. 

"Ah, c'est 9a, Meestare Cr — Cr — Craw," pro- 
nounced the doctor, arriving with satisfaction at the 
name after some stammering. " And Madame what 
has she ?" 

"Malade," briefly responded Mark. "Elle a 
une — ^une — ^lump — come in the — the (what's French 
for side, I wonder?) in the c6t4 Ici, Messeu," touch- 
ing himself; "mais il est trfes petite encore; no larger 
than a — a — petite pois." 

Clearly the gentleman did not understand. Mark 
had drawn him aside, so that they were speaking 
apart from Caroline. 

"A-t'eUe d'enfants, Madame?" 

" Oh, oui, oui," responded Mark, at a venture, not 
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catching a syllable of the question, the Frenchman 
seemed to speak so rapidly. 

" Et combien ? I ask, sare, how many ; and the 
age of them ; the age ?" 

" Three-and-twenty. Vingt-trois." 

*' Vingt-trois !" echoed the doctor, pushing up his 
glasses. " Mais, ce n'est pas possible. I say it not 
possible, sare, that Madame have twenty-three child- 
ren.'* 

" Children r shouted Mark, " I thought you said 
CLge. She has not any children ; pas d'enfants, 
Messeu. She found of it before we quitted England 
— avant nous partons d'Angleterre." 

Monsieur Le Bleu tried hard to understand. 
"Where you say it is, sare, the mal? Est-ce que 
c'est une blessure ?" 

" It's here," said Mark, touching him now. " It 
came of itself — ^venait tout seule, grande at jSrst 
comme the tSte of an ^pingle, not much more ; k 
pr&ent larger than a big pea — a petite pois." 

The doctor's ear was strained, and a faint light 
broke upon it. He had enjoyed the pleasure of con- 
versing with English patients before ; in fact it was 
mostly from them that he was enabled to shine in 
the language. 

" Ah, je vois. Pardon, sare, it not a blessure, it 
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a — a — clou? a bonton? I ask, sare, is it a but- 
ton?'' 

^ Ks a luvvp^ returned Mark, staring veiy muck 
^A sort of a kernel, you know. Comprends, 
Messeu?'' he questioned, in no hurry, perhaps, to 
make any worse suggestion. 

The doctor gravely nodded ; not caring to confess 
his ignorance "When did he arrive, sare V 

" When did who arrive ?* 

** Him — ^the mal, sare.'' 

" Oh, the lump. Several weeks back — quelques 
semaines, Messeu. Pas beaucoup de trouble avec; 
de pain! mais trouve nervous this morning, and — 
and — ^thought she'd like a doctor's opinion," concluded 
Mark, his French completely breaking down. 

" Bon," said the surgeon, wishing Mark did not 
talk English quite so fast. ** Madame has not con- 
sultayed a docteur done, encore ?" 

" Only me," replied Mark. "" I'm a doctor myself 
— docteur moi-m6me, Messeu." 

** Ah, Monsieur est m^decin lui-mSme," cried the 
doctor, making a succession of bows in his polite- 
ness. ^ That will facilitate our understandings, sare. 
Has Madame the good — ^the bonne sant6 de Tordi- 
naire?'' he continued, coming to a breakdown him- 
self. 
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" Santfe de Tordinaire ! — I wonder what that is ? " 
debated Mark within himself. " Vin ordinaire means 
thin claret, I know. I no comprendre Messeu," he 
confessed aloud. '' Ma femme eats and drinks every- 
thing." 

" Is Madame — je ne trouve pas le mot, moi — is 
she sairie, I would ask ? " 

" San ! " repeated the puzzled Mark. " Why, you 
never mean saney surely !" he exclaimed in astonish- 
ment. " She's as sane as you or I. What on earth 
put that in your head, Messeu ! she doesn't look 
mad, I hope ! " 

'* I no say mad," disclaimed Messeu. " I ask if 
she — ah, voili le mot, quel bonheur ! — if she healthy? 
— ^if she partake of the good constitution 1 " 

A recollection flashed across Mark Cray's memory 
of a doubt he had once heard drop from Dr. Davenal, 
— as to whether Caroline's constitution was a healthy 
one. "EUe a porte tr^s bien," was his answer to 
Monsieur, plunging into his French again. "This 
mayn't be anything, you know, Messeu." 

" I not like these boutons though, sare." 

"Which buttons ?" demanded Mark. 

" The buttons you do me the honour to consult 
for. Je ne les aime pas, soit clou, soit tumeur — 
n'importe pour Tesptee. In the place you indicate 
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to*me^ it is like to be a tumeur, and she is obsti- 
nate." 

" Who is, Messeu 1" asked Mark, in doubt whether 
the incomprehensible Frenchman did not allude to 
his wife's temper. 

"She herself," lucidly explained Messeu. *'I 
have held cases that would not terminate themselves 
at all by any way, no not for the years." 

" Oh, but this is not a case of that sort,*' said 
Mark, half resentfully. "A few simple remedies 
may disperse it." 

"Yas, I hope," agreed the doctor. **! would 
demand of Monsieur if he has tried the sangsues ?" 

"The what?" cried Mark, who had not the 
remotest idea what sort of a thing " sangsues " could 
be. " No, I have not tried it." 

" J'aime assez la sangsue, moi She is a useful 
beast, sare." 

Mark nearly groaned. Whatever had "useful 
beasts " to do with this lump of Caroline's ? Useful 
beasts? "Is it a camel you are talking of?" he 
asked. 

"A camel !" repeated the doctor, staring at Mark. 
" Pardon, I no understand." 

Mark was sure he didn't. ** You spoke of useful 
beasts, Messeu?" ^ 
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"Yas» they have moche virtue, the sangsues. 
They do good to Madame ; they bite her welL** 

Mark was never more at sea in his life. Eoam- 
ing away in search of camels, his home perceptions 
were perhaps a little obscured in that moment. Bite 
Madame ! What on earth was " Sonsues V* 

'* I speak of the little black beast, that long when 
she full" — ^pointing to his finger. "You call them 
litch— Ktch " 

" Leeches," interrupted Mark, with a laugh. " I 
could not understand, moi; Je pense, Messeu, que 
vous — vous — speak of wild beasts." 

" Yas," said the doctor complacently, " I thought 
you understand, sare." 

''Bon pour Madame, vous dit, Messeu, the 
sonsues ?" 

" Je pense que oui. Mais — but I no say trop 
before the examen of Madame. I would see the 
hurt, me. I go to your house, sare, and meet 
Madame without her robe. I go to-morrow at 
four of the clock after twelve, if that will arrange 

you.'' 

" So be it," returned Mark, when he had puzzled 
out the words. " Je dis k ma femme que — que — it 
was of no use for her to call here, herself; you'd 
in K 
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want to see her dishabillayei Je vous merci, 
Messeu." 

And when they were walking home, Mark said 
to his wife how very glad he was to find he had kept 
up his French. 



CHAPTEE LIV. 

A BELL RINGING OUT AT MIDNIGHT. 

I WONDER whether you remember that most charm- 
ing weather we had in the October of that same year, 
1861. The first fortnight of the month was more 
lovely than can be imagined of October ; it was bril- 
Kant and warm as summer. 

Toiling up the ascent of the Cote de Gr&ce, went 
Mark Cray and his wife on one of these delightful 
days. The word toiling would be misapplied to you, 
I hope, for the way is gentle, the ascent easy ; but it 
was toil now to Caroline Cray. The past three or 
four months had made a great change in her : health 
and spirits had alike sunk. As the himp got larger 
— ^we may as well call it by its familiar name — ^the 
body got weaker, and she felt the fatigue of walking 
now. Mark and the weather's unusual beauty had 
tempted her out, and they had taken the way through 
the town to the C6te de Grace. 

Winding up the shady road — and the sun was 
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too hot not to make the shade welcome — they gained 
the top. Caroline sat down at once on a bench that 
faced the sea : Mark stepped forward to the edge, 
dangerous enough if unprotected, and looked down. 
Was any panorama ever more beautiful? It hap- 
pened to be full tide, as it was that morning when 
you saw him looking at it before — the same view, 
from the windows of the Cheval Blanc. But the 
same view, extended, enlarged, altogether grander, 
from the height on which he now stood. 

Mark Cray took a glass from his pocket, — it 
belonged to Monsieur le Bleu, with whom they were 
now passably intimate — one of those small but effec- 
tive telescopes rather rare to meet with. Adjusting 
its focus, he swept it round the horizon. He turned 
it to the right, and saw the women winding up the 
hill paths on their way from Honfleur market, their 
unbecoming borderless caps of every-day wear quite 
plain to him. Opposite was Harfleur, flickering in 
the light and shade ; underneath him, beyond the 
cultivated precipice, were the walks by the sea — if 
you call it sea — ^the road winding on afar, the bathing 
establishment with its seats, and its linen spread out 
to dry, Havre itself looked rather cloudy from local 
smoke, but its entrance was beautifully clear, and 
Mark put up his glass again to gaze at it. Vessels, 
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great and small, were rounding the point. A large 
steamer, which he recognised as the London boat, 
was turning into it, her steam so full, seemingly so 
close, that he might have fancied he heard its hiss. 
A fine sailing vessel was being towed out, to com- 
mence her long voyage ; she looked like an India- 
man. The steamer plying between Havre and 
Trouville had reached its midway passage ; a little 
funnelled boat was bearing swiftly on in the direction 
of Fiquefleur bay ; an ugly, black-looking yacht had 
pointed its nose towards the dangerous bar of Quille- 
beuf ; one of the everlasting flat barges was moving 
imperceptibly up the Seine ; smaller boats and more 
picturesque were coquetting on the mancliCy and the 
Honfleur steamer was coming on quickly, leaying 
Havre far behind her. Mark extended the glass in 
the direction of the extreme left, and studied the 
vessels in the distance. Not a breath seemed to fill 
their sails. The blue and clear waters of the Seine 
were not calmer than that sometimes turbulent sea : 
river, manche, sea, were to-day still as a lake. A fair 
scene ! none fairer throughout the department of the 
Calvados. 

How familiar the scene had grown to Mark Cray, 
he could tell you now. His days unfortunately were 
days of idleness, and he had nothing to do but look 
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at it from some point or other of the heights. Mark's 
fondly anticipated patients had not come to him : 
whether the handful of English stationary at Honfleur 
preferred Monsieur Le Bleu or one of his compatriots 
to attend them, or whether they were so disobliging 
as to keep in perfect health, Mark Cray never clearly 
ascertained. All he could be sure of was, that he 
was not summoned. His professional services had 
been called into requisition but three times, includ- 
ing the stranger at the hotel who gave him the large 
fee. An English maid-servant had come to him once 
to have a tooth drawn ; she could not speak French, 
she said, and did not like to go to a chemist's shop 
for it ; Mark drew it, borrowing his friend Monsieur 
Le Bleu's pincers — or whatever you call the things — 
and charged her three francs. He said five at first ; 
but she slightly reproached him, said she could have 
had it done in a shop for one, and in fact had but 
three francs with her. So Mark took the three. The 
third time, he was called in to a gentleman who said 
he had lived in Honfleur six years and had never 
been ill yet. He had now got an attack of what he 
called " La grippe," which Mark interpreted into the 
gripes, utterly unconscious that la grippe in French 
means influenza in English. The patient soon got 
weH despite a little wrong treatment at first ; and 
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Mark's remuneration was ten francs. That was all 
he had earned, this ten francs and the three for the 
tooth, besides the present made him at the hotel 

How were they to get along? How had they 
got along? They, poor sufferers, looking to the 
past, could hardly teU. Barker, who was in Paris 
still, full of wild hopes as usual, had sent Mark once 
a hundred-franc note in a letter and a promise of 
more; a little had come to Caroline from Barba- 
does, for she had told of her woes ; and so. they 
existed somehow. Mark Cray was by no means 
one to sit down tamely and starve ; any hopeless 
scheme, rather than that ; but Mark was caged, as 
it were, at Honfleur, and did not see how to get 
away from it, or where to travel to. Under happier 
auspices that "lump" might not have got so large 
as it was now getting : had that Great Wheal Bang 
mine only sent its ore to market instead of getting 
drowned, it might never have shown itself at all ; or, 
at least, not for years. 

Mark Cray lowered the glass and turned to speak 
to his wife, who was seated but three or four yards 
behind him. Towards her left were those enclosed 
and accommodating gardens of entertainment, where 
you might order a dinner and eat it al fresco, or 
where you might take your own basket of provi- 



200 OSWALD CEAY. 

sions and they would bring you driiik from the 
house, wine, milk, beer, lemonade, or cofifee, at 
choice. Behind her, looking beyond, rose the little 
Chapelle de Notre-Dame-de-Grdco, on whose interior 
walls were recorded accounts of devoted pilgrims 
who .had toiled on crutches up to the shrine, and 
whose faith Our Lady had rewarded by an instan- 
taneous cure, whereupon they went down rejoicing, 
leaving their crutches behind them, a memento of 
the miracle. On the right was the small building 
called, surely by courtesy, the Observatoire, where 
innumerable wonders might be seen for two sous. 
And on the near plateau close around, was many a 
bench similar to the one occupied by Mrs. Cray ; 
the grass forming a carpet underfoot, the trees a 
shade overhead. A pleasant spot to rest in on a 
summer's day ; a charming tableau to look upon in 
silence. 

" Won't you come and have a look, Caroline ? I 
don't think I ever saw the atmosphere so clear on a 
brilliant day." 

She only shook her head by way of answer; 
wearily, despondently. 

*' The boat's; coming in," he resumed. " Two 
minutes more, and she'll pass us. You'll like to see 
her go by." 
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" I can't, Mark. My side is paining me worse 
than ever. I must not walk up the hill again." 

It was a very obstinate side, as M. Le Bleu would 
express it, a very persistent, provoking lump, and 
that renowned practitioner — ^who was really a skilful 
man, for all his obscure English — had formed his own 
opinion upon it. It baffled him and his remedies 
persistently. Even those highly-regarded betes, the 
sangsues, had tried their best 'to subdue it — and tried 
in vain. Evidently the effective remedy was not 
sangsues. The lump had had its own way all 
these months. It had been growing larger and 
larger, giving by degrees more and more pain. Mon- 
sieur Le Bleu had once hinted his doubts of a 
"tumeur fibreuse," and Mark had politely retorted 
that he was an idiot to fancy such things. What the 
end of it all was to be — of the disease, of the semi- 
starvation, of the next to impossibility to go on in 
Honfleur, and the equal impossibility to get away 
from it, of Mark Cray's little difficulty with England 
and the shareholders of the old company — would 
take a wiser head than either Caroline's or Mark's to 
teU." 

This day has been noticed because it was a sort 
of turning-point in this persistent malady : not a 
turninfic for better but for worse. "Whether the wallc 
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up the hill injured her — for perhaps she had grown 
really unfit for it — or whether the disease itself 
made a sudden leap onwards, certain it was that poor 
Mrs. Cray never went up the Cote de Gr&ce again. 
She walked home with Mark very slowly, and fainted 
when she got in. Mark did not like her look, and 
ran off for Monsieur Le Bleu. It was only the 
fatigue, she said to them : but the next morning she 
did not rise from her bed. 

Several weeks dragged themselves slowly on, 
Caroline growing worse and weaker. An idea arose 
to her — it may have almost been called a morbid 
fancy — that if her Uncle Eichard were alive and at 
hand, her cure would be certain and speedy. From 
him, it was natural perhaps that her hopes should 
stray to other English doctors ; not young men such 
as Mark, but men of note, of experience, of known 
skill ; and a full persuasion took possession of her 
mind that she had only to go to London to be made 
well It grew too strong for any sort of counter argu- 
ment or resistance ; it became a mania : to remain in 
Honfleur was to die ; to go to England and the Eng- 
lish faculty would be cure and life. 

Mark would have gratified the wish had it been 
in his power ; but how was he to find the money ? 
But for Barker, they could not have gone on at alL 
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He sent a trifle to Mark from time to time, and they 
managed to get along with it Once, when they were 
at a very low ebb, Mark had written a pitiful account 
of their state to his brother Oswald, and a ten-pound 
note came back again. Ah ! what a contrast was 
this to the prosperity that might have been theirs at 
Hallingham ! 

Winter had come now. December was in ; its 
first days were rapidly passing ; and so intense had 
grown Caroline's yearning for home, that Monsieur 
Le Bleu himself said to keep her would be to kill her. 
" It would only be the passage-money, Mark," she re- 
iterated ten times in a day. " I should go .straight 
to Aunt Bettina*s. Angry as she was with us for 
leaving Hallingham, she'd not refuse to take me in. 
Mark, Mark ! only the passage-money !" 

And Mark, thus piteously appealed to, began to 
think he must do something desperate to get the pas- 
sage-money. Perhaps he would, if he had only known 
what. But while Mark was thinking of it, help 
arrived, in the shape of a hundred-franc note from 
Barker. Things were beginning to look up with 
him he wrote. Perhaps he meant this as an earnest 
of it. 

" Divide it, Mark," she said, with feverish cheeks. 
" I know how badly you want it here : but I want it 
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badly too. I want help, I want medical skill ; divide 
it between us : fifty francs will take me over." 

And so it was done. How willingly Mark would 
have given her the whole ! — ^but it was impossible. 
How willingly he would have gone with her to take 
care of her on the voyage ! — ^but that was impossible. 
Mark Cray might not show his face in London. He 
took her as far as he could, and that was to Havre. 
On the morning after the arrival of Barker's letter 
and its inclosure, they were off: and so great an 
effect had the knowledge, that she was really going, 
wrought on Caroline, that she seemed to have re- 
covered health and strength in a manner little short 
of miraculous. 

She walked down to the Honfleur boat ; she 
would walk ; she was quite well enough to walk, she 
said. As they turned out of the house the postman 
was approaching it, selecting a letter from his bundle. 

" Pour Madame," he said, giving it to M-ark. 

It was from Sara : they could see that by the 
handwriting. Caroline thrust it into her pocket. 
There was not time for reading letters there; the 
bell of the starting boat had sounded over the town, 
and they and the man behind, who was wheeling Ca- 
roline's trunk on a barrow, had much ado to catch it. 
They read the letter going over. It was merely a 
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friendly letter of news, the chief item of which news 
was, that they were expecting Captain Davenal and 
his wife hourly from India. 

*'Then, Caroline, they won't be able to take you 
in," was Mark Cray's remark. 

"Oh, yes, yes, it can be managed," was her 
answer, so feverishly and eagerly delivered that Mark 
suspected she feared he might wish to detain her ; 
and he said no more. 

But now, when they reached Havre, Mark dis- 
covered that he and Caroline between them had 
made a very stupid mistake, as to the departure of 
the London boat. He afterwards found that they^ 
had inadvertently consulted the list of departures for 
November, instead of December. There was no Lon- 
don steamer departing from Havre that day. 

They stood on what is called the English Quai, Ca- 
roline weak, sick, depressed. A check of this kind 
thrown upon one in her state of health, is as very de- 
spair. Opposite to them was moored a small English 
steamer ; a board upon her, on which was inscribed 
" for London," indicating her destination. "I could 
go by that," she said, feverishly ; " Mark, I could go 
by that." 

" I don't think it is a passenger boat," was Mark's 
reply. 
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They advanced to the edge of the quai and looked 
down. Two or three men; apparently English, were 
taking bales of goods on board by means of a crana 
"Is this a passenger boat?" Mark asked them. 

** No, sir. She's for goods." 

The answer was unmistakably English. A stout, 
middle-aged, respectable-looking man, who was seated 
across a bar, watching the men and smoking a pipe, 
looked up, and inquired of Mark why he asked. 

It was the master of the vessel. They got into 
conversation with him, and told him their dilemma. 
He was a kind-hearted man, and he offered to convey 
the lady to London if she could put up with the ac- 
commodation. She was quite welcome to go with 
them, free of expense, he said, and his wife had come 
the trip with him this time, so she'd not, as it were, 
be alone on board. How eagerly Mrs. Cray seized 
upon the offer, rather than go home again to wait a 
day or two for the regular boat, I'll leave you to 
judge. 

She went at onc6 on board, and the vessel got out 
of harbour in the course of the afternoon, the master 
saying they should make London on the afternoon of 
the following day. But there's no time to linger over 
this part, or to give any details of the voyage ; it is 
enough to say that the passage, from unavoidable 
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causes, was an unusally slow one, and they did not 
reach their destination in the Thames until late in 
the evening. It was a memorable day for us, that ; 
Saturday the 14th of December ; a day of sadness ir- 
reparable for our land. Not quite yet, however, had 
the hour of calamity come ; and the astounding grief, 
half paralysing England with its suddenness, had not 
fully broken upon it. 

It was getting on for ten o'clock before Mrs. Cray 
was able to leave the steamer. To present herself, an 
unexpected intruder, at Miss Davenal's at midnight, 
was not to be thought of. All the way over she had 
been revolving the news contained in Sara's letter, of 
which she had made so light to Mark : should Cap- 
tain Davenal and his wife have arrived, she did not 
think there would be room for her ; and the untoward 
lateness of the hour increased her difficulty. 

There came a thought flashing into her mind, 
welcome as a ray of light. " I wonder if Watton 
could take me in for the night V* 

Her kind friends, the captain and his wife — and 
very kind and hospitable they had been to her— rhad 
a cab called, and Mrs. Cray and her trunk were placed 
in it, a tide-waiter allowing the disembarkment. She 
was then driven to St. Paul's Churchyard. 

Watton came out in a state of wonder. A lady 
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in a cab inquiring for her I Perhaps it was not les- 
sened when she recognised Mrs. Cray : but Mrs. Cray 
looking so awfully ill, so greatly changed ! Watton, 
always of a demonstrative temper, could not conceal 
her shock of dismay ; and perhaps the woman's 
words first imparted to Caroline a suspicion of what 
her real stat<5 might be. Always 'with Mark, he 
could not detect the ravages in her face as a stranger 
detected them; and the recent voyage of course 
added its evil effects to her looks. 

"Watton, could you take me in for the night?" 

She was too fatigued, too worn and iE to enter 
upon her demand with introductory circumlocution. 
Watton only stared in reply. This, coupled with 
Mrs. Cray's appearance, momentarily took her wits 
away. 

** I could lie on a sofa, or on a blanket put down 
on the carpet, anywhere just for to-night. I don't 
like to go on so late to Aunt Bettina's ; they do not 
expect me, and will have gone to bed. And you 
know what she is, Watton." 

" To be sure I can take you in, Miss Caroline," 
returned Watton, recovering herself partially, and 
warming to the poor sick girl. " Thirty hours in a 
steamer ! My goodness ! And they are horrid things 
always. I crossed over to Jersey once in my young 
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days, and I shall never forget it. Of course you can't 
go on to Pimlico to-night Bring in the trunk, 
cabman." 

The trunk was placed inside the passage, the man 
paid and dismissed, and Watton was closing the 
street-door, when it was pushed against. She flung 
it open with an impatient word, and a gentleman 
entered. Watton was taken by surprise. " I beg 
your pardon, sir, I'm sure. I thought it was the cab- 
man wanting to stand out for another sixpence." 

He passed her with a smile, glanced at Caroline 
and the tmnk, and was making his way up the stairs, 
when she again addressed him. 

" Is there any fresh news, sir V' 

,*'Yes, and it is not good, Mrs. Watton," he re- 
plied, turning to speak. " Eeport says that a tele- 
gram has been received from Windsor, stating that 
there is no hope; that the Prince is rapidly sink- 
ing-" . 

His voice was low, his manner subdued ; and he 
raised his hat with unconscious reverence while he 
gave the answer. Watton lost her breath. 

*'It may not be.true, sir ! it may not be true !'' 

" I trust indeed it is not." 

" But, sir, was there not hope this afternoon ? " 

" According to the report that reached us, there 
ni ■ K 2 
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was. Could the Prince only bear up througli tliis 
one night, all would be welL" 

He passed up the stairs as he spoke. Watton led 
the way into a sitting-room at the back of the house, 
and Mrs. Cray followed her in perplexed silence, in 
eager curiosity, unable to understand the words she 
had heard. 

That great and good Prince, whom England knew 
too little, and whom to know was to love, was indeed 
Ijring in extremis in the castle that had been his 
many years' home. On that calm, clear, soft Decem- 
ber night, when the streets of London were ahve with 
bustle and pleasure, there was a dying bed not many 
miles away from it, around whose hushed stillness 
knelt England's sovereign, England's royal children. 
The gracious and benignant Prince, the faithful con- 
sort, the loyal husband, the tender, anxious father, 
was winging his flight away; sinking gradually 
but surely from those loving arms, those tearful 
eyes, those yearning prayers, which could not keep 

London had been shocked that day. Not so 
shocked as she might have been ; for perhaps not one 
living man within her walls realised to his mind the 
possibility of the worst. Death ! — for him ! It was 
impossible to contemplate it : and from the first duke 
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in the land, down to the little pauper boys who sold 
for a penny the newspapers containing the bulletins, 
none did seriously fear it. 

Mrs. Cray listened as one aroused out of a dream. 
The Prince ill ! — ^ill unto danger ! The Prince who 
had been associated in men's minds as one enshrined 
in a bright halo of prosperity, in the very sunshine of 
happiness! — ^who had looked down from his dizzy 
height on other men as if he stood above the world ! 
It seemed incredible. Watton gave the details, so far 
as they were known to- the general public : the few 
days' illness, the apprehensions excited on the Friday, 
the fluctuating accoimts of that same day ; the un- 
favourable news of the morning, tlie afternoon's opinion 
of the medical men at Windsor, that if the Prince 
could only bear up through that one night — ^the night 
now entered upon — all would be well And now the 
latest tidings were that he was sinking ! 

Mrs. Cray forgot her own weakness, her fatigue,, 
in the&e aU-absorbing tidings. But it was as impos- 
sible for her to believe in the worst for him as it had 
been for the public. A few minutes of awe-struck 
consternation, and hope reasserted its supremacy in 
her heart. Nay, not only hope, but a certainty that 
it "would be welL" I honestly believe that such 
was the prevailing feeling in every breast. It was 



212 : OSWALD CRAY. 

SO hard, it was so hard to look upon the reverse side 
of the picture. 

"We had heard nothing of this at Honfleur !" 
" And we can't be said to have heard much of it 
here until to-day," was Watton's answer. "It has 
come upon us with startling suddenness. Oh, if we 
can but get better tidings in the morning !" 

" We shall be sure to do that, Watton," said Caro- 
line, in a low, hopeful tone. " Death surely could 
not come to Am." 

Watton made her some tea, and she sat over the 
fire in the sitting-room while she drank it She could 
not eat : generally her appetite was good, but fatigue 
and excitement had taken it away to-night. She told 
of her residence in the French town, she hinted 
slightly at their want of success, and Watton looked 
grave as she spoke of her side. 

"You think the London doctors can cure you, 
IVIiss Caroline?" — for the old name came far more 
familiar to Watton than the new one. 

" I did think so," replied Caroline, feeling that the 
strong conviction of this, which had amounted to a 
disease in Honfleur, had in some unexplainable man- 
ner gone out of her. " I seem not to be sure of it, as 
I was before I came." 

"And shall you make a long stay in London?" 
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" About a week. I have come for advice only, not 
to stay to be ciired. Aunt Bettina's is no house for 
me ; and perhaps I cannot even stay there at alL 
Captain Davenal and his wife may have arrived." 

She heaved a sigh of weary despondency. Watton 
urged her to retire ; but Caroline felt at rest in the 
easy chair, and still sat on. It was so long since she 
had seen a home face, or conversed with a home 
tongue. 

" Who was that gentleman who passed us as I was 
coming in?" she asked, "he who spoke of the Prince?" 
And Watton replied, that it was Mr. Comyng, a junior 
partner of the house, and the only one of the partners 
who resided there. 

It wanted scarce a quarter to twelve when Caro- 
line at length went up stairs to a very high bedroom. 
Whether it was Watton's room or not, Caroline did 
not know, but it had been made cheery. The curtains 
and bed were white and pleasant-looking, and a fire 
sparkled in the grate. Watton wpuld have stayed 
with her to help her undress, but Caroline preferred 
to be alone. 

Wheii left to herself, she drew aside the window- 
curtains, and saw that the room faced the front : there 
stood old St. Paul's, grim and formidable, and ap- 
parently so close to her that she might have fancied 
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it within a leap. Letting the curtain remain open, 
she sat down at the fire, before which was drawn a 
chair as easy as the one down stairs. 

. She sat with her head pillowed on the high arm, 
gazing at the blaze, and musing over present events. 
Their strangely imcertain'life at Honfleur, poor Mark's 
position and poverty, her own malady and the curious 
manner in which she had lost that eager faith in the 
result of her journey, her reception on the morrow by 
Miss Davenal-^-and with aU these thoughts were 
mingled more prominently the tidings which had 
greeted her since her entrance. 

Unconsciously to herself, she dropped into a dose. 
It was a very foolish thing to do, of course, for she 
would have been much better in bed ; but none of us 
are wise always. She dozed placidly ; and the first 
thing that in the least aroused her, and that only 
partially, was the booming out in her ear of a deep- 
toned belL 

" St. Paul's clock striking twelve," was the sup- 
position that crossed her mind in its state of semi- 
sleep. But ere many minutes had gone by, she be- 
came alive to the fact that the striking did not cease, 
that the strokes of the bell were tolling out fast and 
loud, as — as — a deathrhell strikes out. 

It has not been the fate of many to hear the bell 
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of St. Paul's Cathedral strike out at midnight Those 
who have will never forget it during life. Never, 
never will it be forgotten by those few who heard it 
as it went booming into the air on that still December 
night, bearing forth its message of woe to the startled 
hearts of the Metropolis. 

For a brief moment Mrs. Cray wondered what was 
the matter. She sprung out of her chair and stood 
staring at the edifice, as if in mute inquiry of what 
it meant. And then — when she remembered what 
had been said that night — and the recollection flashed 
on her with that heart-sickness that generally accom- 
panies some awful terror — she opened the window and 
leaned out. 

Three or four persons were standing imdemeath, 
motionless, still, as if they had collected there to gaze 
at the dark cathedral, to listen to the booming bell. 
"What is it?" she called out. ''What does it mean?" 

Her voice, raised by excitement to unnatural 
strength and clearness, was heard distinctly. Those 
standing below looked up. In one of them she thought 
she recognised Mr. Comyng. He was standing bare- 
headed, his hat in his hand, and his solemn answer 
came up to her in the stillness of the night. 

" Prince Albert's gone." 

A moment of bewildering suspense, while the mind 
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refused to admit the dreadful truth, and Caroline 
Cray turned sick and faint. And then the sobbing 
cry burst from her heart and lips — a cry that was to 
find its echo from thousands and thousands as the 
hours went on — 

" Oh, the Queen ! the Queen ! May God help and 
support the Queen !'/ 



OHAPTEE LV. 

A DESOLATE NIGHT. 

Yes, he was gone. Great Britain rose on the Sunday 
morning to the news, for the telegraphs were at work, 
and the tidings were carried through the length and 
breadth of the land. And people did. not believe it. 
It could not be ! Why, it seemed but yesterday that 
he had come over in the flower of youth and promise, 
to wed the fair young queen ! Dead ! Prince Albert 
dead ! 'None of you have forgotten the wide gap in 
the litany, that Sunday morning ; the pale lips of the 
clergymen, compelled to make it; the quivering, 
breathless hearts that answered to it. But for the re- 
membrance that God's ways are not as our ways, how 
many of those startled and grieved hearts would have 
felt tempted to question the why of the stroke, in 
their imperfect wisdom. 

But to return to Caroline Cray, for the night was 
not yet over, and the bell was ringing out. When 
the first immediate shock had passed, she quitted 
III L 
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the window and leaned her head upon the counter- 
pane. A solemn awe had laid hold of her, and she 
felt as she had never felt in all her Ufe. Her whole 
soul seemed to go up in — may I dare to say ? — ^hea- 
venly conmnme. It was as if heaven had opened — 
had. become very near. I may be mistaken, but I 
beUeve this same feeling was experienced by many 
in the first startling shock. This was so entirely 
unlike an ordinary death ; even of one of our near 
and dear relatives. Heaven seemed no longer the 
far-oflf mysterious place she had been wont to 
regard it, but a Tiome^ a refuge, all near and real. It 
had opened and taken him in ; in his early man- 
hood ; in his full usefulness ; in England's need ; 
when that wife and royal lady had learned to lean 
upon him ; when his sons and his daughters were 
growing up around him, some of them at the moment 
in other lands, out of reach of the loving farewell of 
his aching heart ; with his mission here — it so seemed 
— only haK fulfilled! — it had taken him in before 
his time, and gathered him to his rest. He did not 
seem to have gone entirely away ; he was only hid- 
den beyond reach and sight for a little while ; that 
same refuge would open for her, Caroline, and others ; 
a little earlier, a little later, and she and all would 
follow him. Heavy as the blow was in itself, incap- 
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able as she was of understanding it, it yet seemed an 
earnest of the overruling presence of the living God. 
Oh, what was the poor world in that night, with the 
strokes of the death-bell sounding in her ears, com- 
pared to that never-ending world above, that heri- 
tage on which he had entered. 

Fatigue and emotion did their most on Mrs. Cray. 
In the morning she was unable to get up, and Watton 
wisely and kindly urged that she should not rise at 
all that day, but take a good rest, and go on to Miss 
Davenal's on the morrow. So she lay where she was, 
and listened to that gloomy death-bell, sa it periodi- 
cally gave forth its sound ; and the bursts of tears, 
in her bodily weakness, could not be suppressed, but 
came forth repeatedly to wet the pillow, as she 
thought of the widowed Queen, the fatherless chil- 
dren. 

The da/s rest did her a great deal of good, and she 
rose on the Monday renovated and refreshed. A wish 
had come over her that she could see a doctor and 
learn her fate, before she went to her Aunt Bettina's. 
She had not come to town with the intention of con- 
sulting any particular surgeon ; — indeed she hardly 
knew the name of one from another. Watton, when 
sitting with her on the Sunday night, had spoken of 
a noted surgeon living in Westminster^ and Caroline 



220 OSWALD CBAY. 

remembered then to have heard Dr. Davenal speak 
of his skill : and she detennined to go to him. 

She went up in an early omnibus through the 
mourning streets. The bells were tolling, the shut- 
ters were partially closed, men and women stood in 
groups to converse, sadness pervading every counten- 
ance. The surgeon, Mr. Welch, was at home, but she 
had to wait her turn to be admitted to him. 

He was not in the least like Monsieur Le Bleu, 
except in one little matter — ^he wore spectacles. 
A silent man, who looked more than talked ; he 
bade Mrs. Cray tell her case to him from beginning 
to end in the best manner she was able, and he never 
took his speqt^acles from her face while she' was 
doing so. 

What she said, necessitated an examination of 
the side. It could be but a slight one, there, dressed 
as she was, but the surgeon appeared to form a prettj- 
rapid opinion. She inquired whether it was curable, 
and he replied that he could not say upon so super- 
ficial an examination, but he would see her at home, 
if she would tell him where she lived. In her reply, 
when she said she had no home in London, it escaped 
her that her husband was a medical man, living in 
France. 

*' What part of it ?" he inquired. 
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"AtHonfleiir/' 

"Honfleur!" echoed the surgeon in an accent of 
surprise. ** Is there sufficient practice to employ an 
English medical man at Honfleur ? I should not have 
thought it. I was there a year or two ago.*' 

The consciousness of the truth, of what the " prac- 
tice" was, dyed her cheeks with their carmine flush. 
Her eyelids drooped, her trembling fingers entwined 
themselves convulsively one within the other, as if there 
were some sad tale to tell. Her bonnet was untied, 
and its rich white strings (for Watton had affixed 
these new ones, and taken off the dirty ones) fell on 
her velvet cloak, nearly the only good relic left of 
other days. That grave gentleman of sixty, seated 
opposite to her, thought he had never seen so lovely 
a face, with its fragile features, its delicate bloom, and 
its shrinking expression. 

She raised her dark blue violet eyes, their lashes 
wet. Misfortune had brought to her a strange 
humility. " There's not much practice yet, sir. It 
may come with time.'* 

He thought he could discern the whole case; it 
is that of some who go abroad : a struggle for exist- 
ence, anxiety of mind and body, privation, and the 
latent constitutional weakness sliowing itse.lf at last. 

One single word of confidential sympathy, and 
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Caroline burst into tears. Her spirits that morning 
were strangely low, and she had no power to struggle 
against emotion. 

** I beg your pardon,'* she murmured apologeti- 
cally when she could speak. * The fatigue of the 
long journey — the universal gloom around — I shall 
be better in a minute." 

*• Now tell me aU about it," said Mr. Welch, in a 
kind tone, when she had recovered. " There's an old 
saying, you know: *Tell your whole case to your 
lawyer and your doctor,' and it is a good injunction. 
I like my patients to treat me as a friend. I suppose 
the practice in Honfleur is worth about five, francs 
every three mojiths, and that you have suffered physi- 
cally in consequence. Don't hesitate to speak : I can 
shake hands with your husband : when I was first in 
practice, I had hardly bread to eat" 

It was so exceedingly like the real fact, " about 
five francs every three months," and his manner and 
tone were so entirely kind and sympathising, that 
Mrs. Cray made no pretence of denial. The practice 
was really not enough to starve upon, she acknow- 
ledged : none of the English residents at Honfleur 
ever got ill; 

" But why did your husband settle there ? Was 
it his first essay ? — ^his start in life ?" 
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" Oil no. He was in practice at Hallingham 
before that, in partnership with Dr. Davenal." 

*'WithDr. Davenal!" 

The repetition of the name, the astonished tone, 
recalled Mrs. Cray to a sense of hel* inadvertence. 
The admission had slipped from her carelessly, in the 
thoughtlessness of the moment. Mr. Welch saw 
that there was something behind, and he kept his 
inquiring eyes fixed upon her. She felt obliged to 
give some sort of explanation. 

"After Dr. Davenal's death, my husband gave up 
the medical profession, and embarked in something 
else. He thought he should like it better. Btit it — 
it — failed. And he went to Honfleui;.'' 

Her confusion — which she could not hide — ^was 
very palpable : it was confusion as well as distress. 
All in a moment, the name, Cray, struck upon a 
chord in the surgeon's memory. It was his custom 
^ to take down the names of his patients ere he entered 
upon their cases, and he looked again at the memor- 
andum-book before him. " Cray." 

" Your husband is not the Mr. Cray who was con- 
nected with the Great Chwddyn Mine !" he exclaimed. 
'' Marcus Cray r 

She was startled to tremor. There was no cause 
for it, of course : the fact of its being known that she 
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was Mark's wife could not result in their taking him. 
But these unpleasant recognitions do bring a fear with 
them, startling as it is vague. 

" Don't be alarmed,'' said the surgeon kindly, dis- 
cerning the exact state of the case. " I do not wish 
ill to your husband. I was no shareholder in the 
company. Not but that I felt an inclination for a 
dip into it, and might have had it, had the thing gone 
on." 

" It was not Mr. Cray's fault," she gasped. ** He 
would have kept the water out had it been in his 
power : its coming in ruined him. I cannot see — I 
have never been able to see — ^why everybody should 
be so much against him." 

" I cannot understand why he need keep away," 
was the answering remark. 

He looked at her inquiringly as he spoka She 
shook her head in a helpless sort of manner : she had 
never clearly understood it either. 

** Ah well ; I see you don't know much ; you 
young wives rarely do. Did you know Dr. Davenal ?" 

" He was my uncle," she said. " He brought me 
up. I was Miss Caroline Davenal." 

Another moment of surprise for Mr. Welch. It 
seemed so impossible for a niece of the good and 
flourishing physician-surgeon to be so reduced, as he 



OSWALD CBAT. 225 

suspected she was — almost homeless, friendless, pen- 
niless. 

She was straggling with her tears againu With 
the acknowledgment, her memory had gone back to 
the old home, the old days. She had scarcely be- 
lieved then there was such a thing as care in the 
world; nom / 

'^You will tell me the trath about myself" she 
said, recovering composure* ** I came to England to 
learn it. Pray don't deceive me. I am a doctor's 
wife you know, and can bear these shocks,'" she added, 
with a poor attempt at a smile. ** Besides, I seem to 
know the fate that is in store for li^e : since Saturday 
night I have not felt that I should get well." 

There was one moment of hesitation — of inde- 
cision, Caroline caught at it all too readily. **I 
see/' she said, *' there is no hope." 

** I said nothing of the sort," he returned. 

'* But I am sure you think that there is not. Mr. 
Cray thought there might be an operation : the French 
doctor said No." 

** I cannot tell you anything decisive now. I will 
come to you if you will tell me where." 

She gave him Miss DavenaPs address. " I am so 
sorry to trouble you ; I did not think of that. A few 
days and I shall go back to France." 
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" No," replied the surgeon. " You must not think 
of going back. It would not do.** 

" But I came. And it has not hurt me." 

" You must not return.'* 

He spoke in a tone so quietly grave that Caroline 
did not like it. Could it be that he knew she would 
be unable to go back ? What would become of Mark ? 
what would become other ? But she could not take 
up his time longer then. 

^'Is this right?" she asked timidly, as she laid a 
sovereign and a shilling on the table. 

** It's quite wrong," said he. " Doctors don't prey 
upon one another. My dear lady, do you think I 
should take money from Dr. Davenal's niece? — or 
your husband's wife ? Anything that I can possibly 
do for you I shall be most happy to do — and I am 
glad you happened to come to me." 

She went out of the house. Why it should have 
been she could not tell, for certainly Mr. Welch's 
words had not induced it, but the conviction of a fatal 
termination, which had but dawned upon her before, 
had taken firm possession of her now. Lost in 
thought as she walked, she missed the turning by 
which she had gained the surgeon's house, and found ' 
herself at last in a labyrinth, far away from omni- 
buses and anything else available. 
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One directed her this way ; one directed her that. 
Weary, faint, unfit to move another step, she found 
herself at last in a Street whose aspect seemed more 
familiar ; but not until she caught sight of a door- 
plate, "Bracknell, Street, and Oswald-Cray,'' did she 
recognise it to be Parliament Street. 

The temptation to go in and ask to be allowed to 
rest was strong upon her, but she did not like to do 
so, and walked on, longing to sit down on every door 
step. A little way further and she met Oswald Cray. 

When the physical strength has been taxed be- 
yond its power, especially in a peculiar case such 
as hers, any little break to it of mental excitement 
either renovates it for the moment, or destroys it 
utterly. It was the latter case with Caroline. 

"Mrs. Crayl" exclaimed Oswald, in surprise. 
*' I did not know you were in London." 

She caught hold of something in her faintness. 
Whether pillar, railings, post, she could not have told. 
Her brow grew moist, her lips white. Oswald 
hastened to support her. 

'*I have lost my way," she gasped, leaning 
heavily upon him. "I missed it when I came out of 
the surgeon's, Mr. Welch. I came over from Hon- 
fleur on Saturday, Oswald : I came to consult an 
English doctor. I am dying.'' 
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•* Dying !" repeated OswalcL " No, no, it is only 
a little faintness." 

" Not this. 1 shall be better of this directly. It 
is my side. Ill tell you about it when the faintness 
has passed. I thought there was no hope for me. I 
know it now." 

He was leading her gently, by slow steps, towards 
the house. ** How is Mark ? Is he here too ? " he 
asked. 

** Not Mark. He cannot come, you know." 

**Is he getting on?" 

*' 0, Oswald ! getting on ! There's no practice ; 
and we have not a penny piece ; and — I — I am dy- 
ing. Oh, if I had not to die abroad ! If Mark could 
but come to me!** 

" Where are you staying 1" he asked, after a pause, 

^ Watton gave me shelter. It was late when the 
boat got up, too late to go on to my Aunt Bettina's, 
and I called at Watton's, and asked her to take me 
in. Oswald !— Oswald !— " 

** What V* he asked, for she had dropped her voice, 
and her utterance seemed to be impeded by emotion. 

« I heard the bell toll out for Prince Albert ! I 
was close to it ! " 

«*Ah!" 

"Oswald ! can you realise the fact that he is dead ?" 
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" Not yet ; scarcely yet. It is difl&cult to believe 
that Ae is taken, while we are left. It seems to us, 
in our finite notions, that there's hardly a man in the 
realm but could have been better spared. But God 
knows best." 

His tone of pain had changed to reverence. 
There was no more said until they reached his door. 
He assisted her upstairs to the old sitting-room, the 
same sitting-room, with the same plans and charts 
and signs of work on its table. Oswald was a full 
partner now. Industry — trustful, patient, persever- 
ing, fair-dealing industry — had met with its reward. 
Did you ever know it fail? I never did. 

Mr. Bracknell had virtually retired from the firm, 
leaving most of its profit to Mr. Street and Oswald 
Cray. Had Miss Sara Davenal been the daughter of 
the still-living and flourishing physician, on whom 
not a cloud rested, as was the case in the years gone 
by, Oswald could have asked for her hand now, and 
given her a home that even he would have deemed 
worthy of her. 

Not having her, however, or any other lady, as a 
wife in prospective, he was content to let the home 
remain in abeyance, and lived in the old rooms, put- 
ting up with the comforts and agreeables Mrs. Benn 
chose to provide for him. The first thing Caroline 
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did, on being placed on an easy chair, was to faint 
away. It was the only time she had fainted since 
the day in October when she walked to the Cote de 
Grdce. Mark Cray gave fatigue the benefit of the 
blame then, and it was probably due to the same 
cause now. When Mrs. Benn came up in answer to 
Oswald's summons, nothing could well exceed her 
amazement at seeing a lifeless lady lying in the chair, 
her bonnet hanging at the back by its strings, her 
gloves on the ground, and Mr. Oswald Cray rubbing 
her unconscious hands. 

The^ first thought that occurred to Mrs. Benn was 
one of wonder how she got there : the second, that it 
was some stranger who had come to the ofi&ces on 
business, and had been taken ilL 

" She's married, at any rate," remarked that lady, 
as she took up the left hand to chafe it. " But no- 
body would say so to look in her face. She's like a 
girL" 

" Don't you know her ?" returned Oswald, glancing 
at the woman. " It is Mrs. Cray ; my brother's wife." 

Mrs. Benn gave a shriek in her surprise. ^* Her! 
Why, sir, how she's altered ! She looks fit *' 

" Hush !" was his interrupting caution, for Caro- 
line began to revive. " Can't we improvise a sofa or 
mattress, or something of that sort, to place her on ?'' 



CHAPTEE LVI. 

NO HOPE. 

In the same house at Pimlico, and in the same attire 
as of yore, save that the deeper mourning had been 
exchanged for rich silks, and the black ribbons on the 
real guipure caps for white or grey, sat Miss Bettina 
DavenaL She was not altered. She had the same 
stately presence, the same pale, refined features : she 
was of a stamp that changes little, and never seems 
to grow old. Sara had changed more than her aunt, 
and the earnest, sweet expression, always character- 
istic of her face, was mingled now with habitual sad- 
ness. She wore a robe of soft grey cashmere, its 
white collar tied with ribbon, and bows of the same 
ornamenting the lace sleeves shading her delicate 
wrists. 

Miss Bettina stood, grandly courteous ; Sara's 
cheeks were flushed, and she played with a key 
which had happened to be in her hand as she rose. 
Oswald Cray had come in unexpectedly, and was 
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telling the story of Caroline ; telling it rapidly, be- 
fore he took the chair offered him. What with the 
extraordinary nature of the news, and Miss Bettina's 
inaptitude for hearing, it was a difficult business as 
usuaL 

** Come ovier from Honfleur in a goods boat, and 
it didn't get here?" exclaimed Miss Bettina> com- 
menting on what she did hear — ^for Oswald repeated 
the particulars Caroline had disclosed to him on 
her revival "And — where do you say she's lying 
flirr 

" In my sitting-room in Parliament Street" 

** The boat is ?" questioned Miss Bettina, looking 
at Oswald keenly, as if she thought he had lost his 
senses. **! beg your pardon, Mr. Oswald Cray, I 
must have misimderstood." 

" Caroline is lying there. Not the boat I fear 
she is very ill She looks so ; and she says she is 
suffering from some fatal complaint' 

"Fatal mistake! I should think so," returned 
Miss Bettina. "K ever a man made that, it was 
Mark Cray, when he threw up Hallingham. But 
what's she come for ? And why did she go to you 
instead of to me ?" 

But Sara had drawn near to Oswald. She had 
heard the explanation aright, and the words "fatal 
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complaint" frightened her. "Do you know what it 
is ? " she askei " Is she very ill ? " 

" She is so ill, if her looks may be trusted, that I 
should think she cannot live long," he answered." " I 
came down to you at once. Something must be 
done with her : we cannot let her go back to Wat- 
ton's. If you are imable to receive her, I will get a 
lodging ^ 

"But we are not unable to receive her," inter- 
rupted Sara. " Of course we are not My aunt '* 

" Caroline doubted whether you had room. She 
has just told me you were expecting Captain Davenal 
and his wife.** 

'* We are looking for their arrival dailv. Perhaps 
the ship may be in to-day. But they will not stay 
with us : Lady Eeid expects them there. Did you 
not know Edward was coming?" she continued, quit- 
ting for a moment the subject of Carolina "His 
wife's father is dead, and business is bringing them 
home. She has come into a large fortune." 

" Will you let me understand what this matter 
is ?" interposed Miss Bettina. 

It recalled them to t^e present. But to make 
Miss Bettina understand — or rather hear — ^was a work 
not speedily accomplished. She even was aware of 
it herself. 

Ill L 2 
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" I am not myself to-day, sir," she said to Oswald 
Cray. "I have not been myself since yesterday 
morning. When the tidings were brought to me 
that — that it was all over with that good Prince — I 
felt as I had never felt in my life before. It is not a 
conamon death, Mr. Oswald Cray, or a common loss, 
even had we been prepared for it. But we were not 
prepared. That Eoyal Lady and her children were 
not prepared ; and we can but pray God, who tem- 
pers the wind to the shorn lamb, to love and help 
them" 

"Amen 1" responded the heart of Oswald. 

When there was a real necessity for Miss Bettina 
Davenal's relenting in her severity, she did relent. 
She returned with Mr. Oswald Cray, and Sara went 
with them. On her way she spoke to him about the 
rise in his prospects, a rumour of which she had heard 
from NeaL 

"Is it true?" she asked, bending forward to 
catch his answer, as he sat opposite to her in the car- 
riage. 

" It is time that my share has been considerably 
increased. Mr. Bracknell has retired." 

" I suppose you wiU take a house now ?" 

" I think not," said Oswald. " Single men don't 
care to set up a house of their own." 
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"What men don't?'' 

" Unmarried men." 

" Oh," said Miss Bettina. " Do you never intend 
to marry V* 

Oswald laughed. " I have no time to think about 
it, Miss Bettina." 

Miss Bettina did not catch the answer. " Some- 
time ago we had reason given us to think that you 
were about to marry. Did you change your mind ?" 

It was a home question. Oswald could have 
joked it oflf but for that gentle, conscious, bent face in 
the opposite comer. " We have to give up all kinds 
of fond dreams and visions, you know. Miss Bettina. 
Youth is very apt to indulge in such : and they mostly 
turn out vain." 

" Turned out vain, did she ? I must say I did not 
think shb was in a position worthy of you." 

Oswald opened his eyes. "Of whom are you 
speaking, Miss Davenal?" 

" Of you. I was not speaking of any one else." 

" But— the lady ? You alluded to a lady." 

" Oh, the lady. You don't want me to teU you 
her name. You know it well enough. That young 
Scotch lady whese brother was ill." 

He breathed with a feeling of relief. A fear had 
come over him that his dearest feelings had been ex- 
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posed to Miss Davenal — perhaps to others. Sara's 
colour heightened, and she raised her eyes momen- 
tarily. They met Oswald's : and she was vexed with 
herselt 

• " I shall most likely live a bachelor all my days, 
Miss DavenaL I believe I shalL" 

" More imwise of you, Mr. Oswald Cray ! Bache- 
lors are to be pitied. They never get a cup of de- 
cent tea or a button on their shirta" 

"I am independent of buttons; I have set up 
studs. See,** he continued, showing his wrists. " And 
tea I don't particulariy care for." 

Miss Bettina thought he was serious. "You'd 
be happier as a married man, with somebody to take 
care of your comforta It is so different with women ; 
they are happiest single — at least, such is my belief 
— and their comforts are in their own hands." 

^ The diflBieulty is to find somebody suitable, Miss 
Bettina. Especially to us busy men, who have no 
time to look ouf 

" True," she answered But whether she heard or 
not was another matter. " What's Mark Cray about ?" 
she presently asked, somewhat abruptly. ''Doing 
any more harm?" 

" I hear he is not doing any good. There's no 
practice in Honfleur." 
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"No politics?'' 

" Practice.'' 

"Nobody in their senses would have thought 
there was. Perhaps he expects to get up a mining 
scheme there, and dazzle the French." 

"If he is to do any good for himself, he must 
come over and get clear of the mining scheme here," 
observed Oswald. 

Miss Davenal nodded her head and drew in her 
lips. It was not often that she condescended to make 
the slightest allusion to Mark Cray. 

Mrs. Cray was asleep when they entered. She 
lay on the couch hastily improvised for her, dressed, 
and covered with a warm counterpane. One hand 
was imder her wan cheek, the other lay outside, 
white, attenuate, cold. Miss Bettinq, Davenal took 
one look ; one look only with those keen eyes of hers. 
It was quite enough, and an exclamation of dismay 
broke from her lips. Caroline opened her eyes and 
gazed around in bewilderment. 

" Aunt Bettina ! Have they brought you to see 
me? Will you take me in for a day or two until I 
can go back ?" 

" I have come for you," said Miss Bettina. 

Until I can go back I Poor thing I what had she 
to go back to ? A lodging in a foreign land that they 
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might be turned from at any hour, for the rent could 
not be paid up ; scanty nourishment, care, trouble, 
almost despair. Only Mark to lean upon, with his 
wavering instability ; his vague chatter of the some- 
thing that was to *' turn up/' Better depend upon a 
reed than upon Mark Cray. 

Sara Davenal had drawn back for a moment, that 
the shock on her own face might be subdued before 
presenting it to Caroline. Oswald passed round 
to her. 

" Is she dying?" came the frightened whisper. 

" Do not be alarmed," he answered. " She looked 
worse than this when I first brought her in. She has 
had a good deal of excitement and fatigue these last 
few days, and that tells upon her appearance." 

"Yes — ^but — do you know there's a look in her 
face that puts me in mind of papa's. Of papa's as 
it was the night he died." 

It was not often that Sara gave way to emotion. 
The moisture had gathered on her brow, and her 
hands were trembling. Oswald gently laid his hand 
upon her shoulder. 

" You are not going to faint, surely, Sara !" 

" No, no " — and the slightest possible smile 
parted her trembling lips. " I used to think I was 
very brave, but lately — at times — I 'have found 
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myself a coward. I seem to become afraid at 
trifles/' she continued in a dreamy tone, as if de- 
bating the question with herself why it should be so. 

" Where's Sara ? I thought I saw her/* 

Sara moved forward at the words. She sup- 
pressed all sign of emotion as she stooped over her 
cousin. Caroline was the one to show it now. She 
burst intp tears and sobbed hysterically. 

" If Uncle Eichard were but alive ! He could 
cure me.*' 

"Don't, Caroline, don't distress yourself. There 
are doctors as clever as papa was." 

"I kept thinking" — she turned her colourless 
face to Sara as she spoke — "I kept thinking at 
Honfleur of Uncle Eichard ; that if the old days 
could come back again, and I were at home with 
him at Hallingham in the old house as it used to 
be, I should be well soon. The thought kept haunt- 
ing me. And, Sara, I am sure if my uncle were 
alive, he could cure me. I shall never believe other- 
wise." 

She paused. Sara knew not what reply to make. 
Miss Davenal did not catch the words, and Oswald 
leaned on the back of a chair in silence, only looking 
at her as she lay. 

" Why should this conviction have haunted me ? 
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Uncle Eichard was gone. Mark kept dinning in my 
ears that there were other doctors as good as Dr. 
Davenaly and at last I grew to think so too, because 
they were EnglisL So I came over ; I should have 
had a fever or died if I had not come ; and now I see 
how foolish the hope was, for they cavHt cure me. 
Nobody could do it but Uncle Richard." 

Miss Bettina had been bending her ear close to 
the invalid, and caught the sense of the words. 
** Why do you think nobody can cure you ?" 

" I feel that they can't. No : Uncle Richard's 
gone, and there's no chance for ma" 

They got her ready, Oswald helped her down to 
the carriage, and she was conveyed home. The 
only home she would henceforth know in this 
world. Dorcas stood in the passage, and looked on 
askance as she entered the house. That the bloom- 
ing young bride whom she- had received into the 
Abbey at Hallingham little more than two short 
years before ! 

Sara gave up her room to her as the most com- 
modious one in the house, herself taking the chamber 
at the back of it, which had been occasionally oc- 
cupied by Dick and Leo. Caroline looked round the 
room as she lay in bed, a curious, inquiring sort of 
gaze in her eyes. 
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" Have I been in this room before ?" she sud- 
denly asked. 

She had never been in it. Her visits to Miss 
Bettina's, during the prosperity in Grosvenor Place, 
were not sufficiently familiar to allow of her enter- 
ing the bed-rooms. Sara told her she had never yet 
been in it. 

" I seem to know it all ; I seem to have seen it 
before. I suppose it's a sign that I shall die in it." 

She spoke dreamily, alluding to a foolish super- 
stition that she had heard in her childhood, and 
probably had never thought of since. It was not a 
very promising beginning. 

Miss Davenal wrote a line to Mr. Welch, the 
surgeon, and he called in the evening. Caroline was 
better then, calm and cheerful. Her spirits had 
revived in a wonderful manner ; but it was in her 
nature to be subject to these sudden fluctuations. 

** Shall I get well V* she asked, when his exami- 
nation was over. 

" I will do what I can for you. The pain I think 
can be very considerably alleviated." 

It was not a satisfactory answer. To most ears 
it might have savoured of considerate evasion, but it 
did not to Caroline's. " Must there be an operation?" 
she resumed. 

Ill M 
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" No." 

She looked up at him from the depths of her violet 
eyes, pausing before she spoke again. " Monsieur Le 
Bleu said there must be an operation, if it could be 
performed. If, he said ; he did not seem sure. It 
was the only chance, he said.*' 

The surgeon met the remark jokingly. "Monsieur 
Le Bleu's very clever — as he no doubt thinks. I will 
see you again to-morrow, Mrs. Cray." 

" But — stay a moment. Tell me at least by which 
day I shall be ready to go back. You can put me in 
the proper way of treatment, and I wlU pursue it 
over there." 

"Not by any day. You must not think of re- 
turning to France." 

She looked puzzled : there was a wild expression 
in her eyes. " Do you mean that I shall not be able 
to return at all ?" 

"Yes, I do. I say that you must not venture 
upon the shores of France again. We can't think 
of trusting you to the care of that clever French 
doctor, you know." 

And before Caroline -had recovered her surprise 
sufficiently to rejoin, Mr. Welch had left the chamber 
and was down in the drawing-room with Miss DavenaL 
She bent her head as she waited for his opinion. 
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" Do you wish for the truth, ma'am ?" he asked. 

"Wish for what?*' repeated Miss Bettina, put- 
ting her hand to her ear. 

"The truth." 

" Do I wish for the truth ?" she retorted, affronted 
at the question. " Sir, I am the daughter of one 
surgeon and the sister of another ; I don't know to 
whom the truth may be told if not to me. It is 
necessary that I should know it." 

Mr. Welch gave her the truth : that there was 
no hope whatever. At least, what he said was equi- 
valent to that. 

** And the operation that she talks of ?" 

''It cannot be performed. The case is not an 
ordinary one." 

Miss Bettina was for a minute silent. "My 
brother, Dr. Davenal, always said Caroline had no 
> constitution." 

"Dr. Davenal was right," returned the surgeon. 
"Mrs. Cray is one— if I may form a judgment upon 
so short an acquaintance — who could never, even 
under the most auspicious surroundings, have lived 
to grow old." 

" I remember a remark he made to me after Caro- 
line's marriage with Mark Cray was fixed — that it 
was well she should marry a doctor, for she'd need 
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watching. A fine doctor, indeed ! " continued Miss 
Bettina, irascibly, as she recalled Mark's later career. 
" If my poor brother had but known ! I suppose it 
is all this disgrace that has brought it on ! *' 

**It may have hastened it," said the surgeon. 
*^But this, or some other disease, would inevitably 
have developed itself sooner or later. The germs 
were within her/' 

*' And now what can be done for her ?" 

" Nothing in the world can be done for her, as 
regards a cure. We must try and alleviate the pain. 
That she will now grow worse rapidly, there's not a 
doubt. Miss Davenal, she must be kept tranquil" 

It was all very well for Mr. Welch to say she 
must be kept tranquil ; but Caroline Cray was one 
who had had an absolute spirit of her own all her 
life, and an excitable one. When Miss Bettina went 
up to her room after the departure of the surgeon, 
she found her in a wild state. Her cheeks were 
crimson with incipient fever, her eyes glistening. 
Sara, terrified, was holding her down in bed, begging 
her to be reasonable. 

" I want to go back at once, Aunt Bettina," 
she exclaimed, throwing out her arms in a sort of 
frenzy. " He says I can't go back to France, but I 
will ffo. What does he know about it, I wonder ! I 
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was well enough to come, and I am well enough to 
go back ! Be quiet, Sara! Why do you wish to pre- 
vent my speaking? You'll send me back to-day, 
won't you, Aunt Bettina?" 

" I'll send for a strait waistcoat and put you into 
that," shrilly cried Miss Bettina in her vexation. 
"This is a repetition of the childishness of the old 
days." 

"I won't be separated from Mark. Though he 
has been mistaken and imprudent, he is still my 
husband. It's a shame that Mr. Welch should want 
to keep me here ! Don't you be so cruel as to side 
with him, Aunt Bettina." 

For once in her life Miss Bettina Davenal lent 
herself to an evasive compromise. She promised 
Caroline that she should go back when she was a 
little stronger, perhaps in two or three days, she said. 
And it had the desired effect. It soothed away the 
invalid's dangerous excitement, and she turned round 
on her pillow and went to sleep quietly. 

But, as the days went on, and the disease — as the 
surgeon had foretold — rapidly developed itself, it 
became plain to Mrs. Cray herself that returning to 
France was out of the question. And then her tone 
changed. She no longer prayed in impatient words 
to be sent : she bewailed in impassioned tones that she 
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ninst die away from her husband. One day, towards 
the end of December, it almost seemed that her brain 
was slightly affected, perhaps from weakness. She 
started suddenly from the sofa in the drawing-room, 
where she was reclining, and seized hold of the hands 
of her aunt in a wild manner. 

** Aimt Bettina ! Aunt Bettina ! if I had not 
to go over there to die !" 

" Over where V cried Miss Bettina. ** What are 
you talking of, child ?" 

" There. Hoiifleur. If I had not to go ! If I 
could but stop in my own land, among you, to the 
last ! It may not be for long !" 

Miss Bettina, what with the suddenness of the 
attack and her own deafness, was bewildered. "I 
don't hear," she helplessly said. 

*' They have got two cemeteries, but Fd not like 
to lie in either," went on Caroline. "Mark won't 
stop in the town for ever, and there'd be nobody to 
look at my grave. Aunt, aunt, I can't go over there 
to die!" 

"But you are not going there," returned Miss 
Bettina, catching the sense of the words. " You must . 
be dreaming, Caroline. You are not going back to 
Honfleur." 

" I must go. I can't die away from Mark. Aunt, 
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listen !" she passionately continued, clasping the wrist 
of Miss Bettiria until that lady felt the pain. " It is 
one of two things : either I must go to Honfleur^ or 
Mark must come here. I cannot die away from him." 

The cry was reiterated until it grew into a wail 
of agony. She was suffering herself to fall into that 
excess of nervous agitation, so difficult to soothe, so 
pernicious to the sick frame. Sara came in alarmed, 
and learned the nature of the excitement. She leaned 
over the sofa with a soothing whisper. 

" Dear Carine ! only be quiet : only be com- 
forted ! We wilL manage to get Mark here." 

The low tone, the gentle words, seemed partially 
to allay the storm of the working brain. Caroline 
turned to Sara. 

• " What do you say you'll do ? ^ 

" Get Mark over to London." 

She thought for a moment, and then shook her 
head and spoke wearily, a wailing plaint in her tone. 

" You will never get him over. He is not to be 
got over. I know Mark better than you, Sara. So 
long as that miserable Wheal Bang hangs over his 
head, he will not set his foot on English ground. I 
have heard him say so times upon times since he left 
these shores, and he will not break his word. He is 
afraid, you see. Aunt Bettina 1" throwing up her 
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arms again in renewed excitement — ^" what an awful 
mistake it was ! " 

** What was a mistake?* returned Miss Bettina, 
catching the last word and no other. 

** WTiatr echoed the unhappy invalid in irrita- 
tioa " The quitting Hallingham ; the past alto- 
gether. It was giving up the substance for the sha- 
dow. If we had but listened to you ! If Mark had 
never heard of the Great Wheal Bang !'' 

Oh, those ifs, those ifs ! how they haunt us through 
life ! How many of us are perpetually giving up the 
substance for the shadow ! 



CHAPTEE LVIL 

DREADFUL TREACHERY. 

Mr. Mark Cray stood on the little bit of low stony 
ground that bordered the coast at Honfleur, just out- 
side the entrance of the harbour. Mr. Mark was 
kicking pebbles into the water. Being in a re- 
markably miserable and indecisive state of mind; . 
having nothing on earth to do, he had strolled out of 
his lodgings anywhere that his legs chose to carry 
him ; and there he was, looking into the water on 
that gloomy winter's evening. 

But pray don't fear that he had any ulterior de- 
signs of making himself better acquainted with its 
chilly depths. Men in the extremity of despair have 
been known to entertain such ; Mark Cray never 
would have dreamt of it. There was an elasticity in 
Mark's spirit, a shallowness of feeling quite incom- 
patible with that sad state of mind hinted at, and the 
most prominent question pervading Mark, even now, 
was, how long it would be before something " turned 
up.'' 
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Not but that Mark Cray was miserable enough ; 
in a bodily sense, however, rather than a mentaL It 
was not an agreeable state of things by any means, to 
have no money to go on with ; to ba wanting it in a 
hundred odd ways ; to be told that if he did not pay 
up at his lodgings that week, he must turn out of 
them — and the French have an inconvenient way of 
not allowing you to evade such mandates. It was 
not pleasant to be reduced to a meal or so a day, and 
that not a sumptuous one ; it was not convenient to 
be restricted to the pair of boots he had on, and to 
know that the soles were letting in the wet ; it was 
not cheery to be out of charcoal for the cooking 
rdchavdsy or to have but a shovelful of coals left for 
the parlour ; moreover and above all, it was most 
especially annoying and unbearable not to have had 
the money to pay for a letter that morning, and 
which, in consequence of that failure, the inexorable 
postman had carried away with him. 

Mrs. Cray's assertion — that her husband never 
would be got over to London so long as the formidable 
Wheal Bang threatened danger — proved to be a cor- 
rect one. Mark had declined the invitation to go. 
News had been conveyed to him in an unmistakably 
impressive manner of the state his wife was in, and 
an urgent mandate sent that he should join her. Os- 
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wald only waited his consent to forward him funds 
for the journey ; and poor Caroline hinted in a few 
private lines that he could choose a steamer which 
would not make the jport of London until after dark, 
and could wear his spectacles in landing. All in 
vain. Mark Cray had somehow contrived to acquire 
a wholesome terror of the British shores, and to them 
he would not be enticed. 

But — has it ever struck you in your passage 
through life, how wonderfully things work round? 
Caroline Cray was dying ; was wanting her husband 
to be by her side and see the last of her, as it was 
only right and natural she should ; but he — looking 
at things as Tie looked at them — was debarred from 
going to her ; it was — judging as he judged — a simple 
impossibility that he should go. And this great bar- 
rier was turning her mind to frenzy, was making a 
havoc of her dying hours, and increasing her bodily 
sufferings in an alarming degree. 

It did seem an impossibility. If Mark Cray re- 
fused to venture to his own land so long as the Wheal 
Bang held its rod over him, it was next door to certain 
that he could not come at alL The Wheal Bang's 
shareholders would not relax their threats, except on 
the payment of certain claims, and who would be 
suflBiciently philanthropic to pay them ? Nobody in 
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the wide world. So there appeared to be no hope of 
Mark's return ; and the knowledge ihect there was not 
was entirely taking from Caroline Cray that tranquillity 
of mind and body which ought if possible to attend 
the last passage to the tomb : nay, it was keeping her 
in a state of excitement that was pitiable for herself 
and for all who beheld her. "If Mark could but 
come!" was the incessant cry niglit and day. '*I 
can't die unless Mark comes." 

You have heard that beautiful phrase, " Man's ex- 
tremity is God's opportunity," and though it may 
strike you as almost irreverent to introduce any matter 
connected with Mark Cray as an exemplification of 
it, what came to pass was surely very like a proof of 
the truth of that i)lirase. Poor, erring, shallow-pated 
Mark ! even he was remembered, neglectful as he had 
been of the Great Remembrancer. 

While Caroline was lifting her hands to heaven 
with a vain cry in which there was no . trust ; while 
it seemed to all that there was no human feasibility 
of bringing Mark to England, that feat w^as accom- 
plished in the easiest and most unexpected manner. 
Is it too much to say that a Higher Power was at 
work in answer to that poor woman's despairing cry ? 
— though the human agencies employed were of the 
least exalted. 
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Mr. Barker, who was doing something grand and 
good (good in his sense) in Paris, found it necessary 
for his own plans to pay a visit to London. And 
when there, he, ta use his own phrase, got " dropped 
upon ;'' in other words he fell into the still out- 
stretched hands of the Great Wheal Bang. That it 
was unexpected to himself, there's no doubt ; for he 
was one of those men who believe imphcitly in their 
own luck. Once in the mesh. Barker resolved to 
make the best of it. He had done nothing wrong, 
nothing that he could be punished for, and he 
carelessly told them that his only motive in not 
surrendering beforehand, was the bother of having 
the accounts to go over. Perhaps it really was 
so. 

Mr. Barker's usual luck attended him now. After 
he was arrested and had been kept in durance for four 
days, the shareholders released him. The very share- 
holders themselves released him ; the wronged, irri- 
tated, angry shareholders ! Surely there was some 
oharm in Barker's tongue ! He talked them over to 
the most miraculous degree ; and they took him out 
of prison, somebody going bail for the single debt on 
which he had been taken. Now that the thing had 
come to a crisis. Barker was as eager as they were to 
get it to a settlement, and he went to work with a. 
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wilL A settlement, however, could not be come to 
without the presence of Mark Cray; Mark and 
Barker were both made bankrupts, and it was neces- 
sary that Mark should come over — or else never come 
over any more. So Barker wrote for him. 

We left Mark standing on the water^s edge. He 
was all unconscious of these doings at home which so 
nearly aflfected him ; and he stood there speculating 
as to what news the letter, refused to him in the 
morning, contained. By some mischance Barker had 
neglected fully to prepay it ; he had put on a four- 
penny stamp, but the letter turned out to be over 
weight by a hair's breadth, and of course the Honfleur 
postal authorities declined to give it up. 

'*What he's doing in London puzzles me," cogi- 
tated Mark, — for he had recognised the writing on 
the letter as Barker's. " He told me he should not 
show himself there until the bother was over. What 
took him there now, I wonder ?" 

He stopped to single out a particularly shiny 
stone imbedded in the mud, lifted it up with his toe 
and kicked it into the water. A little shrimping- 
boat was making towards him, for it was low tide, 
laden with its spoUs o{ the day. But it was not very 
near yet. 

" It's well that she should have gone over as she 
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did," he resumed, his thoughts reverting to his wife. 
" Heaven knows I should like to be with her ; but 
she has all she wants there, and here she'd have 
nothing. I wish I could be with her ! As to their 
saying — that Welch, or whatever his name is : I 
don't remember any great light of that name — ^that 
she's incurable, I don't believe it. That old Blue said 
the same, or wanted to say it — such jargon as the 
fellow talked to be sure ! — but Blue's nothing better 
than an old woman. By the way, I wonder how long 
Blue intends to stop away ! It's fine for these French 
fellows, taking a holiday when they choose, and leav- 
ing their patients to a confrere ! I wish he had left 
me the confr^e on the occasion, 'twould have been a 
few francs, at any rate, in my pocket. The French 
wouldn't have had that, I suppose I their envious laws 
won't permit an Englishman to practise on them. 
Oh, if some rich countryman of one's own would but 
getiU!" 

Mark Cray strolled a few steps either way, and 
halted again in the same place as before ; he kicked 
six stones into the water, one after the other, the 
seventh was an obstinate one, and would not come 
out. DuU and dreary did the waves look that even- 
ing, under the grey and leaden sky. That's speaking 
rather metaphorically, you know, for in point of fact 
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there are no waves off Honfleur, except in the stormiest 
of weather. 

That Mark Cray's condition was a forlorn one, 
nobody can dispute. He had no friends or acquaint- 
ance in the town ; a latent, ever-present consciousness 
of their straits, their position and its secrets, had 
caused him and his -wife to abstain from making any, 
and one or two English residents who had shown 
themselves disposed to be friendly were repulsed at 
the onset. Not a siagle person within reach could 
Mark Cray apply to with the slightest justifiable plea 
of acquaintanceship and say, Lend me sixteen sous, 
that I may pay for a letter ! Even Monsieur Le Bleu, 
as you have gathered from his soliloquy, was away. 
But Mark wished much to get that letter, and he was 
thinking how he could get it at this very moment 
as he looked out across the water to the opposite 
coast, to the dark cloud that hung over Harfleur. 

**'T would be of no use going to the post-office 
unless I took the money," he soliloquised. " They'd 
never let me have it without. Stingy old frogs! 
What's sixteen sous, that they can't trust a fellow ? 
Help miist come to me soon from some quarter or 
other ; things can't ^ stand in their present plight. 
That very letter may hav6 money in it." 

Grumbling, however, would not bring him the 
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letter, neither would kicking pebbles into the 
naanche : Mr. Mark Cray grew tired of his pastime, 
and turned finally away from it. He sauntered 
through the waste ground underneath the side win- 
dows of the hotel, his ears nearly deafened by the 
noise of the rough boys who were quarrelling in 
groups over their marbles, made a detour across the 
bridge, glanced askance at the slip of building, 
grandly designated Bureau des Postes, and turned 
off towards his home. It was a soft, calm evening 
in January, gloomy enough overhead, but in the 
west the sky was clearing, and a solitary star came 
peeping out, imbedded like a diamond in its grey 
setting. To a mind less matter-of-lact than Mark 
Cray's, that star might have seemed as a ray of 
hope ; an earnest that skies do not remain gloomy 
for ever. 

Mark turned in at his little garden, and was about 
to ring gingerly at the house door ; as one, not upon 
the most cordial terms with a frowning landlady, 
likes to ring ; when a voice in the road greeted him. 

" Bon soir !" 

" Bon soir," returned Mark, supposing it was but 
the courteous salutation of some chance passer-by, 
and not troubling himself to turn his head. 

" Et madame ? quelles nouvelles avez-vous d'elle T' 
III M 2 
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Mark wheeled round. It was Monsieur Le Bleu. 

Mark Cray extended his hand, and his face lighted 
np. In his desolation, even this French doctor was • 
inexpressively welcome. 

" I didn't know you were back; Mr. Blue : savais 
j)as que vous retoumez, messeu," added he, taking 
his customary plunge into the mysteries of FrenclL 

" I come from return this after-midday," said the 
surgeon. "I ask, sare, if you have the news from 
madame?" 

" She's worse, and can't come back," said Mark. 
"Plus malade. Not to be cured at all, they say, 
which I don't believe ; pas croyable, messeu, I 
don't believe the English medecin understands the 
case. ** Non ! jamais." 

**Do I not say two — three — four months ago, 
me ? I know she not curable. I feel sure what it 
was. You call it ' lump' and ' bouton' — ^bah ! C'est 
une tuineur fibreuse. I say to you, mon ami, you — 
tiens ! c'est le facteur !" 

For the facteur had come up at an irregular hour, 
and this it was which had caused Monsieur Le 
Bleu's remark of surj^rise. The bureau des postes 
had despatched him to offer the letter a second 
time to Mark. 

*'Has monsieur got the money now?" he de- 
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manded in quick French, which was a vast deal 
more intelligible to his French auditor than his 
English one. " If not, our bureau won*t be at the 
pains to offer the letter a third time, and monsieur 
must get the letter from the bureau himself if he 
wants it.** 

What with the amount of French all at once 
and the embarrassment of the situation, Mark Cray 
devoutly wished the postman underneath the waters 
of the manche. That functionary, however, stood 
his ground where he was, and apparently had no 
intention of leaving it. He bent over the gate, the 
letter in his outstretched hand. Monsieur Le Bleu 
looked on him with some interest, curious to know 
why the letter had been refused. He inquired why 
of Mark, and Mark muttered some unintelligible 
words in answer, speaking in French so excessively 
obscure that the surgeon could not understand a 
syllable. 

So he turned for information to the facteur. '* Did 
Monsieur dispute the charge ?" he asked. 

"Not at all," replied the man. "It was not a 
dispute as to charge. The English Monsieur had no 
money. It was a double letter : sixteen sous/' 

" Ah, no change,'* said Monsieur Lo Bleu, with a 
delicacy that many might have envied, as he turned 
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his eyes from Mark Cray's downcast face. " It's a 
general complaint. I never knew the small change 
so scarce as it is : one can get nothing but gold 
Hold, 111 take the letter from you, facteur, and 
monsieur can repay me when he gets change/' 

The surgeon handed the sixteen sous to the post- 
man, and gave the letter to Mark. Mark spoke some 
obscure words about repaying him on the morrow, 
and broke the seal 

There was still light enough to see, though very 
obscurely, and Mark Cray's dazed eyes fell on a 
bank-note for £5. The surgeon had bade him good- 
night, and was walking away with the postman : 
Mark Cray was only half conscious of their depar- 
ture. Debt did not affect Mark as it does those 
ultra-sensitive spirits who can but sink under its ills : 
nevertheless, he did feel as if an overwhelming 
weight had been taken from him. 

He rang at the bell, loudly now, feeling not so 
afraid of meeting madame, should she answer it. 
And he lighted his little lamp and read the letter. 
Bead it almost in disbelief, half doubting whether its 
good news could indeed be true. For Mr. Barker 
had written all couleur de rose : and a very deep rose, 
too. 

The Wheal Bang had come to its senses, and the 
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worry was over. He, Barker, was upon confidential 
terms with all the shareholders, shook hands with 
them individually thrice a day. There would be no 
fuss, no bother ; the affairs were being wound up in 
the most amicable manner, and Mark had better 
come over without an hour's delay, and help. The 
sooner they got it done, the sooner they should be 
free to turn their attention to other matters, and he. 
Barker, had a glorious thing in hand just now, safe 
to realise three thousand a year. 

Such were the chief contents of the letter. 
Whether Barker believed in them fully himself, or 
whether he had dashed on a little extra colouring as 
to the simplification of affairs relative to the Great 
Wheal Bang, cannot be told. It may be, that he 
feared hesitation still on the part of Mark Cray 
and wished to get him at once over. In point of 
fact, Mark's presence was absolutely necessary to the 
winding-up. 

Mark yielded without the slightest hesitation. 
If Mark Cray had confidence in any one living being, 
it was Barker. He forthwith set about the arrange- 
ments for his departure. It would take more than 
the five-pound note to clear all that he owed in 
Honfleur ; so he paid madame, and one or two 
trifles that might have proved productive of a 
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little inconvenience at the time of starting, and got 
away quietly by the boat to Havre, and thence to 
London, 

But, oh ! the treachery of man I When the 
steamer reached tlie metropolis, Mark Cray walked 
boldly ashore in the full glare of day, never so much 
as shading his eyes from the sun with those charm- 
ing blue si)ectacles you have heard of, never shrink- 
ing from the gaze of any mortal Londoner. Mark's 
confidence in the good-fellowship of the Wheal 
Bang's shareholders was restored, his trust in Barker 
implicit : if he felt a little timid on any score, it was 
connected with his clothes, which certainly did not 
give out quite so elegant a gloss as when they were 
spick and span new. Mark stood on the quay, after 
landing, and looked round for Barker, whom he had 
expected would be there to meet him. 

" Cab, sir r 

"No," said Mark. 

"I'U wait here a minute or two," decided Mark 
to himself. "Barker's sure to come. I wrote him 
word what time we might expect to be in — ^though 
we are shamefully late. He can't have been and 
gone again!" 

Somebody came up and touched him on the 
shoulder. " Mr. Marcus Cray, I believe ?" 
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Mark turned quickly, ** Well ?" said he to the 
intruder, a shabby-looking man. 

" You are my prisoner, sir." 

"What?" cried Mark. 

" You are my prisoner, sir," repeated the stranger, 
making a sign to another man to come closer. 

Mark howled and kicked, and for a moment 
actually fought with his assailants. It was of 
course a senseless thing to do ; but the shock was so 
pudden. He had felt himself as secure, stepping on 
those shores, as any grand foreign ambassador could 
have felt; and now to find himself treacherously 
pounced upon iii this way was beyond everything 
bitter. No wonder that for the minute Mark was mad. 

" It cftn't be !" he shrieked ; "you have no war- 
rant for thia I am free as air ; they wrote me word 
I was.'' 

"Would you like a cab, sir?" inquired the 
official civilly, but not deigning to answer. "You 
can have one if you like. CaU. one, Jim." 

A cab was called ; the prisoner was helped into 
it and driven away — he was too bewildered to know 
where. 

And that's how Mr. Mark Cray was welcomed to 
London. His rage was great, his sense of injury 
dreadful 
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'• <.)uly l«*t lue come ucDJSS Barker!" he foaued. 
'• Ilf shall sufler for this. A man ought to be hung 
fur such tr»*achery." 

Mark Cray was, so far, mistaken. Barker was 
as iuiiocmt in the arn-st as lie was. An accident 
hiul i»revt'nteJ his j,"»ing duwu to meet the Ha>Te 
steamer. 



CHAPTEE LVIII. 

THE GALLANT CAPTAIN HOME AGAIN. 

Captain Davenal and his wife had been expected 
in England in December — as you have heard ; but 
the time went on, and February was at its close 
before they arrived. They had been compelled to 
land at the Cape in consequence of the illness of 
Mrs. Davenal, and had to remain there some time. 
She had come into a very large fortune on the death 
of her father; a considerable portion of it was settled 
upon her, and the rest, a munificent sum, lapsed to 
her husband. So Captain Edward Davenal was once 
more at his ease in this world of changes. 

Gay, handsome, free, sunny, it might have been 
thought that not an hour's care had ever been upon 
him. No allusion to a certain dark • episode of the 
past escaped his lips when he and his sister met : 
there were no signs that he so much as remembered 
such a trouble had ever been. They were the present 
guests of Lady Eeid, and would remain so for a short 

III N 
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time. It was Captain Davenal's intention to take a 
furnished house for a term. His leave of absence 
was for two years ; but they did not care to be 
stationary in London the whole of the period. Sara 
was charmed with his wife : a gentle, yielding, pretty 
tiling, looking so young as to be a girl still, and 
dividing her love between her husband and infeiut 
son, a fine young gentleman bom at the Cape. A 
dread fear assailed Sara DavenaFs heart as she 
looked upon her ; for that curious matter, touching 
the young woman who claimed to be connected with 
Captain Davenal, had never been cleared up. Not 
since the previous December had Sara once observed 
her approach the house : but she had twice seen her 
in conversation with Neal at the end of the street^ 
the last time being the very day of the arrival of 
Captain Davenal. It was altogether strange in 
Sara's opinion: if the young woman fancied she 
really had a legal claim of the nature she mentioned 
on Captain Davenal, why had she not asserted it 
openly ? If she had no such claim, if she were an 
impostor, for what purpose had she put the claim 
forth? There had been no demand for silence- 
money ; no attempt at extortion. However it might 
be, Sara's duty was plain, now Captain Davenal had 
arrived — ^to acquaint him with the circumstances. 
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** I have some i)apers to give you/' Sara whispered 
to her brother at Lady Eeid's, the night of his arrival 
there. 

** Papers ? yes, I suppose so. I shall be with 
you to-morrow." 

So he had not quite forgotten the affair. On the 
conclusion of the matter with Mr. Alfred King, Sara 
had sealed up certain papers and receipts according 
to the written directions of Dr. Davenal ; and these 
she waited to put into her brother's hand. 

Mrs. Cray was with them still. She had taken to 
her bedroom entirely now, and was gradually dying. 
Mark was with her. His diflBculty with the Great 
Wheal Bang's shareholders, and particularly with that 
one cautious shareholder who had saluted Mark so 
unpolitely on his landing from Havre, was virtually 
over : Mark enjoyed liberty of person again, and 
things were in process of adjustment Miss Davenal 
so far overcame her repugnance to Mark as to allow 
him to be in her house, but it was only in considera^ 
tion of Caroline's dying state. They could do nothing 
for her. They painted her clothes with iodine as she 
lay on the sofa day after day before the chamber fire ; 
it was the only thing that brought any alleviation to 
the pain. 

It happened that Captain Davenal's first visit to 
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the house was paid at an opportune moment, in so 
far as that his inteiTiew with his sister was free from 
fear of interruption. Miss Davenal had gone to Lady 
Beid's, to see and welcome the travellers. "Seal was 
in attendance upon her, and Caroline was asleep. 
Mark Cray was in the city ; he had to go there fre- 
quently, in connection with the winding-up of the 
company of the Great Wheal Bang. 

Captain Davenal came in, all joyous carele^ssness, 
telling Dorcas, who admitted him, that she looked 
younger and handsomer than ever : and poor Dorcas 
— ^who was not young at all, and had never been 
handsome in her life — felt set up in vanity for a 
month to coma Sara was in the drawing-room. It 
was the first time of their being alone, and Captain 
Davenal held her before him and scanned her face^ 

" What has made you get so thin ?" 

** Am I thin T she returned. 

" Dreadfully so. I have been telling Dorcas that 
she's handsomer than ever, but I can't say the same 
of you. What is the cause, Sara ? '* 

" I tliirik people do get thin in London," she re- 
plied with some evasion. ** But let me be rid of my 
charge, Edward." 

She went to her bedroom and brought down Dr. 
Davenal's desk. To Edward's surprise, he saw that 
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it was bound round with a broad tape and sealed. 
When Sara had placed the papers in the desk, re- 
ceived from Mr. Alfred King, she had immediately 
sealed up the desk in this manner; a precaution 
against its being opened. 

** What's that for ? " exclaimed Captain Davenal, 
in his quick way, as he recognised the desk and to 
whom it had belonged. **Did my father leave it 
so?" 

Sara replied by telling him her suspicions of the 
desk's having been opened ; and that she had deemed 
it well to secure it against any future inroads when 
once these papers were inclosed in it. 

**But who would touch the desk?" he asked. 
" For what purpose ? Was young Dick at home at 
the time?'' 

"Dick was not at home. But Dick would not 
touch a desk. I would not answer for Dick where a 
jam cupboard is concerned ; but in anything of con- 
sequence Dick's as honourable as the day. I sus- 
pected Neal, Edward." 

"Neal!" 

** I did. I feel half ashamed to say so. Do you 
remember telling me that papa had a suspicion, or 
doubt, whether Neal had not visited some of his 
letters?" 
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time. It was Captain Davenars intention to take a 
furnished house for a term. His leave of absence 
was for two years ; but they did not care to be 
stationary in London the whole of the period. Sara 
was charmed with his wife : a gentle, yielding, pretty 
thing, looking so young as to be a girl still, and 
dividing her love between her husband and infant 
son, a fine young gentleman born at the Cape. A 
dread fear assailed Sara Davenal's heart as she 
looked upon her ; for that curious matter, touching 
the young woman who claimed to be connected with 
Captain Davenal, had never been cleared up. Not 
since the previous December had Sara once observed 
her approach the house : but she had twice seen her 
in conversation with Neal at the end of the street^ 
the last time being the very day of the arrival of 
Captain Davenal. It was altogether strange in 
Sara's opinion: if the young woman fancied she 
really had a legal claim of the nature she mentioned 
on Captain Davenal, why had she not asserted it 
openly ? If she had no such claim, if she were an 
impostor, for what purpose had she put the claim 
forth? There had been no demand for silence- 
money ; no attempt at extortion. However it might 
be, Sara's duty was plain, now Captain Davenal had 
arrived — ^to acquaint him with the circumstances. 
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** To whom was this money paid ?" 

"To Mr. Alfred King. Don't you see the re- 
ceipts?" 

" I'd walk ten miles before breakfast any morning 
to see the fellow hung. It's what hell come to." 

"He told me that he and you had once been 
friends," she said in a half whisper. 

" And so we were. I believed in the fellow ; I 
had no suspicion that he was a villain, and I let him 
draw me into things from which I could not extricate 
myself. I was a fool : and I had to pay for it." 

In Sara's inmost heart there arose unbidden a re- 
bellious thought : that others ha^ had to pay for it ; 
not Captain DavenaL 

"Did it affect my father's health, this business ?" 
he inquired, in a low tone. 

" I fear it did," she replied, feeling that she could 
not avoid the confession. "I am sure it affected 
him mentally. There was a great change in him 
from that night." 

Captain Davenal folded the papers slowly, and 
pushed them into his waistcoat pocket in his usual 
careless fashion. " What a fool I was !" he muttered ; 
" and what a rogue was that other I" , 

" Are they safe there, Edward ?" 

'* Safe enough until I get home. They will be 
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burnt then, except this final receipt Oh, if my 
father had but lived ! I could at least have repaid 
him his pecuniary loss. It took all he left behind 
him, I suppose, to satisfy it?" 

"Yes; all" 

" He told me he feared it would, or nearly all, 
in the letter he wrote me when he was dying. Did 
things realise well ?" 

" No, very badly. There was not enough to satisfy 
the claim by two hundred pounds. Finally, Aunt 
Bettina advanced that." 

"Does she know of this?** he exclaimed, in a 
startled tone. 

" No, I kept it from her. It was difficult to do, 
but I contrived it.** 

" You were a brave girl, my sister ! I don't know 
who would have acted as you have ! All this trouble 
upon you, and never to worry me with it in your 
letters 1 — never to ask me for money to help in the 
need !" 

"I thought you had none to give," she simply 
said. 

*' True enough ; I had none ; but most sisters 
would have asked for it. I shall repay at once Annt 
Bettina ; I shall repay, more gradually, to you the 
haK of what my father possessed before this trouble 
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was brought "by me upon him. What do you say ? 
— my wife's money? Tush, child! Do. you know 
the amount of the fortune we have come into? 
It will be but a drop of water in the ocean of 
that amount. If I did not repay it to you, she 
would." 

Sara looked up. 

" My wife knows all. I told her every word." 

" Edward ! Before your marriage !" 

*' Not before. I suppose I ought to have done so, 
but it would have taken a greater amount of moral 
courage than I possessed. I couldn't risk the losing 
her. I told her, partially, a short time after our 
marriage : the full particulars I did not give her 
until last night." 

Last night ! Sara was surprised. 

** She fell in love with you yesterday, Sara, and I 
thought well to let her know what you really were — 
how true you had been to me." 

Sara was silent. It was in her nature to be true ; 
and, as she believed, it was in her nature to he able 
to suffer. 

'' There were times when I felt tempted to wish 
I had stayed at home and battled with it/' resumed 
Captain Davenal, after a pause. *' But in that case 
the scandal would probably have gone forth to the 
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world. As it was, no living being knew of it, save 
you and my father." 

"And Mr. Alfred King," she said. Another 
name also occurred to her, but she did not mention 
it — that of Oswald Cray. 

** Alfred King ? Sara, my dear, I don't care to 
enter into particulars with you, but he was with me 
in the mess ; more morally guilty, though less legally 
so, than I was. He has never told it, I can answer 
for, for his own sake/* 

" He always spoke to me of being only a sort of 
agent in the affair," she said. " He intimated that 
the money was due to other parties." 

" Was due from himself, then. But it is over and 
done with : let it drop. And now, Sara, you must 
allow me to ask you a personal question : are you 
still engaged to Oswald Cray?" 

The, demand was so unexpected, the subject so 
painful, that Sara felt the life-blood leave her heart 
for her face. " I am not engaged to Oswald Cray," 
she said in a low tone. ^ I — I cannot say that I ever 
was engaged to him." 

A pause. " But — surely there was some attach- 
ment?" 

" A little : in the old days. It is very long ago 
no>v. How did you know of it ?" 
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** Oswald Cray himself told me. It was the 
evening we went up to town together after Caroline's 
wedding. He knew I was going out immediately 
with the regiment, and he gave me a hint of how it 
was between you. Only a hint ; nothing more. I 
suppose — I suppose," more slowly added Captain 
Davenal, *' that this miserable business of mine broke 
it oflf. I conclude that when Oswald found at my 
father's death that you had no monej', he declined 
the compact. It's the way of the world." 

" Not so. No. I do not think money, or the want 
of it, would have any influence on Oswald Cray. In 
this case it certainly had not. We had parted before 
papa died." 

*' What then was the cause, Sara ?" 

Should she tell him? — that it was his conduct 
broke it off? Better not, perhaps ; it could do no 
earthly good, and would be only adding pain to 
pain. 

" It is a thing of the past now, Edward ; let it re- 
main so. The cause that parted us was one that could 
not be got over. We are friends still, though we do 
not often meet. More than that we can never be." 

Captain Davenal was sorry to hear it. Thought- 
less and imprudent as he was by nature himself, he 
could not but be aware of the value of Oswald Cray. 
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Such a man would make the happiness — ^and guard it 
— of any woman. 

" I think I had better mention one fact to you, 
Edward," she resumed, after some moments given to 
the matter in her own mind. " You have been as- 
suming that no one was cognisant of that business 
of yours, except papa, myself, and Mr. Alfred King ; 
but '' 

" No other living soul was cognisant of it," inter- 
rupted Captain DavenaL " My father^s promptitude 
stopped it." 

*' Oswald Cray knew of it." 

" Impossible !" he said, recovering from a pause of 
surprise. 

** He did indeed. I am not sure that he knew the 
exact particulars, but he knew a very great deal. I 
believe — I fancy — that he had gathered even a worse 
impression of it than the case actually warranted." 

Captain Davenal was incredulous. " From whom 
did he learn it ?" 

" I cannot tell you. I have always feared that, as 
he knew it, it must have been known to others." 

" I tell you, Sara, that beyond you and my father, 
and King, nobody in the world knew of it. You are 
under some mistake. Oswald Cray could not have 
known of it.^' 
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* Nay then, Edward, as it has come so far, I will 
tell you the truth. Oswald Cray did know of it, and 
it was that, and nothing else, that caused us to part. 
He — he thought, after" that, that I was no fit wife 
for him," she added in a low tone of pain. *' And 
in truth I was not/' 

A pause of distress. " Unfit as my sister V* 

** Yes. I suppose he feared that the crime might 
at any time be disclosed to the world." 

"But how could he have known it?** reiterated 
Captain Davenal, the one surprise overwhelming 
every other emotion in his mind. ** King / know 
would not tell ; for his own sake he dared not : and 
we may be very sure my father did not. He sacri- 
ficed himself to retain it a secret." 

*'That Oswald Cray knew of it, I can assure 
you," she repeated. .*' He must have known of it as 
soon — or almost as soon — as we did. From that 
night that you came down to Hallingham in secret, 
his behaviour changed ; and a little later, when a sort 
of explanation took place between us, he spoke to me of 
what had come to his knowledge. I know no more." 

**Well, it i3 beyond my comprehension," said 
Captain Davenal ; ** it passes belief. Good Heavens 1 
if Oswald Cray knew it, where 's my security that 
others do not ? I must look into this." 



278 OSWALD CRAY. 

He was about to go ofif in impulsive haste, pro- 
bably to seek Oswald Cray, but Sara detained him. 
The uncertain doubt, the dread lying most heavy on 
her heart, was not spoken yet 

** Don't go, Edward. You will regard me as a 
bird of ill-omen, I fear, but I have something to say 
to you, on a subject as unpleasant as this, though of 
a totally diflferent nature." 

'*No crime, I hope," he remarked in a joking 
tone, as he reseated himselt It was utterly impossible 
for Edward Davenal to remain sober and serious long. 

*• It would be a crime — if it were true." 

** Well, say on, Sara : I am all attention. I have 
been guilty of a thousand and one acts of folly in 
my life ; never but of one crime. And that I was 
drawn into." 

Captain Davenal did right to bid her *'say on," 
for she seemed to have no inclination to say anything ; 
or else to be uncertain in what words to clothe it It 
was a decidedly unpleasant topic, and her colour went 
and came. 

" I would not mention it, Edward, if I were not 
obliged ; if I did not fear consequences for you now 
you have come home," she began. **It has been 
weighing me down a long, long while, and I have had 
to bear it, saying nothing ^ 
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*Has some private debt turned up against me?'' 
he cried hastily. " I thought I had not one out in 
the European world. I'll settle it to-morrow, Sara, 
whatever it may be." 

« It is not debt at all. It is '' 

Sara stopped, partly with emotion, partly from her 
excessive reluctance to approach the topic. Should it 
prove to be altogether some mistake, a feeling of 
shame would rest upon her for having whispered it. 

" It's what ? Why don't you go on ? " 

" I must go on if I am to tell you," she resumed, 
rallying her courage. *' Did you ever, before you went 
out — marry anybody ? " 

**Did I — ^what ?" he returned, looking up with an 
exceedingly amused expression on his face. 

" Edward, you heard." 

" If I heard I did not understand. What do you 
mean ? Why do you ask me so foolish a question ?" 

" You have not answered it," she continued in a 
low voice. 

Captain Davenal noted for the first time the 
changing hue of her face, the troubled eye, the 
shrinking, timid manner. His mood changed to 
seriousness. 

" Sara, what do you mean ? Did I marry anybody 
before I went out, you ask ? I neither married any- 
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Wly, nor prr;n:isf,-d marriage. I — ^Halloa ! yon don't 
rtufiin tlj;it I am about to have a breach of proiniae 
broKght again.st me ?" 

T)ift notion was so amusing to Captain DaTenal 
that be burst into a laugh. Sara shook her head; 
anri whf n bis laugh had subsided, she bent her cheek 
uitffU her banri, and related to him, calmly and 
qniotly, what ha^l occurred. The Captain was ex- 
(•J'J^Hi\('^y anjus^^rj : he could not be brought to r^ard 
tbe tale in any other light than as a joke. 

" Wliat do you say the lad/s name was ? Cathe- 
rine wliat ?" 

** Catberine Wentwortb/ 

"Catlierine Wentworth?' he deliberated. "I 
never beard the name before in my life ; never knew 
any rme l^jaring it. ^Vhy, Sara, you do not mean to 
say tliis bas HeriouHly troubb^l you?" 

It bas very sf;riously troubled me. At times, 
wJjat with one dread and another, I seemed to have 
more upon me than I could bear. I had no one to 
whom I could tell the trouble and the doubt: I 
dared not write it to you, lest your wife should get 
bold of tlje letter.'* 

" Aru\ if Hlie had ? AMiat then V 

"If she had?"* repeated Sara. *'Do you forget 
the chari'e '^.^ 
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" It's too laughable for me to forget it. Eose 
would have laughed at it with ine. Sara, my dear, 
rely upon it this has arisen from some queer mis- 
take/' 

His open countenance, the utter absence of all 
symptom of fear, the cool manner in which he treated 
it, caused Sara to breathe a sigh of relief. Half her 
doubts had vanished. 

" The strange thing is, why she should make the 
charge — why she should say she was your wife. It 
was not done to extort money, for she has never 
asked for a farthing. She said papa knew of the 
marriage." 

"Did she?" was the retort, delivered lightly. 
" Did she tell all this to you ?" 

" Not to me. I have never spoken to her ; I 
told you so. What I have learnt, I learnt through 
NeaL" 

Captain Davenal paused in reflection. "Who 
knows but that gentleman may be at the bottom of 
it ?" he said at length. " If he opens desks — I don't 
says he does, I say if he does — he might get up this 
tale." 

*' And his motive ? " returned Sara, not agreeing 
with the proposition. 

" Nay, I don't know." 
ni N 2 



s 
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But Xeal did not come forward with the tale. 
It was in consequence of what I accidentally heard 
her say, that I questioned Neal ; and 1 must do him 
the justice to declare that it was with very great 
leluctance he would answer me. I heard Neal tell 
her, apparently in answer to a question, that there 
was no doubt Captain Davenal was married ; that he 
had married a Miss Eeid, an heiress. She replied 
that she would have satisfaction, no matter what 
punishment it brought him (you) to." 

"And Neal afterwards assured you that she was 
Captain Davenal's wife 1" 

"Neal assured me that she said she was. Neal 
himself said he did not believe her to be so ; he 
thought there must be some mistaka She declared 
she had been married to you nearly a twelvemonth 
before you quitted Europe, and that Dr. Davenal 
knew of it." 

*' The stoiy-telling little hussy!" 

*' Edward, I confess to you that I never so much 
as thought of its not being true in that first moment ! 
I think fear must have taken possession of me and 
overpowered my judgment." 

" You should have written to me, Sara." 

** I have told you why I did not : lest the letter 
should fall into the hands of your wife. And I be- 
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lieve that a dread of its truth made me shrink from 
approaching it. That very same day I saw the young 
person come out of the War Office. I did not know, 
and don't know, whether it is the proper place to 
lodge complaints against officers, but I supposed she 
had been to lodge one against you." 

"And you have seen her here since, at the house?" 

** Occasionally. She has never been troublesome. 
She has come, apparently, to say a word or two to 
Neal. I have never questioned him upon the visits : 
I have dreaded the subject too much. Only yesterday 
I saw Neal speaking with her at the corner of the 
street." 

"Well, Sara, I shall sift this." 

She lifted her head. ^ Yes V 

' " I shall. It would not have been pleasant had 
the rumour reached the ears of my wife." 

He walked to the window and stood there a 
moment or two, a flush upon his face, a frown upon 
his brow. When he turned round again he was 
laughing. 

" Did Aunt Bett hear of this ?" 

"Ono." 

'* She^d have taken it for granted it was true. Had 
anybody told her in the old days that I had married 
sixteen wives, and then set the town on fire with a 
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lighted torch, Aunt Bett would have believed it of 
ma But, Sara, I am surprised at you." 

She glanced at him with a faint smile : not liking 
to say that the dreadful business, the secret of that 
past night, which had, no doubt, helped to send Dr 
Davenal to his grave, had, at the time, somewhat 
shaken her faith in her gallant brother. But for that 
terrible blow, she had never given a moment's credit 
to this. 



CHAPTEE LIX. 

THE sergeant-major's WIFK 

Captain Davenal had made light of the matter to 
his sister. Ejiowing how unfounded was the charge, 
the whole thing struck him as being so absurd, so 
improbable, that his mind could but receive it as a 
jest. Nevertheless, upon reflection, he saw that it 
might prove a subject of serious annoyance : such 
charges, especially if maliciously made and well- 
planned, sometimes cost a world of trouble in their 
refutation. 

He had said it was his intention to sift it. Sara 
suggested that he should do what she had shrunk 
from doing — question NeaL Captain Davenal hesi- 
tated. If there were any foundation for his suspicion 
that Mr. Neal might have had something to do with 
making the charge, it would not perhaps be policy to 
speak to that gentleman in the present stage of the 
affair. Better try by some other means to find out 
who the young woman was, and all about her. It is 
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tnie that without the help of Neal, Captain Davenal 
did not sec his way clear to accomplish this : to seek 
for an unknown young woman in London, one to 
whom he had no clue, was something equivalent to 
that traditional search, the hunting for a needle in a 
bottle of hay. 

** I wonder if Dorcas could tell us anything about 
her V he exclaimed, ringing the bell upon impulse, as 
he did most things. And when Dorcas appeared in 
answer to it, he plunged into a sea of questions that 
had only the efifect of bewildering her. 

*' You must know her, Dorcas," interposed Sara. 
" It is a young woman, rather nice-looking, who has 
come here occasionally to see NeaL She generally 
wears large shawls that trail on the ground. Captain 
Davenal has a reason for wishing to know who she is." 

" You must mean Mrs. Wentworth, Miss Sara" 

" Mrs. Wentworth ! Is that her name ?" repeated 
Sara, feeling a sort of relief that the servant had not 
said Mrs. DavenaL 

" That's her name, Miss. She is an officer's wife, 
and is in some trouble about him. I believe Neal is 
her uncle." 

Sara looked up. " Neal told my aunt that the 
young person was not his niece." 

" Well, I don't know," said Dorcas ; " I think she 
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is his niece : at any rate, I have heard her call him 
uncle. I heard her call him uncle no longer ago than 
last night, Miss Sara." 

"Where was that?" interposed Captain DavenaL 

*• It was here, sir. She called to see NeaL I was 
passing down stairs at the time from Mrs. Cra/s room, 
and it seemed to me that there was some dispute 
occurring between them. She asked Neal to tell her 
where Captain Davenal was staying, and Neal re- 
fused. He said she should not go troubling Captain 
DavenaU' 

A pause from all. Sara's face grew troubled again. 

" What did she want with me ?" asked the captain. 

"I don't know, sir," replied Dorcas. "I only 
heard that much in passing. I was carrying Mrs. 
Cra/s tea-tray down." 

" Do you know where she lives, this Mrs. Went- 
worth ?" 

" Not at all, sir. I have never known that." 

" Edward, she is evidently looking out for you !" 
exclaimed Sara, as Dorcas retired. 

" I hope arid trust she is, and that shell speedily 
find me," was the retort of Captain DavenaL " No- 
thing should I like better than to find her. I have a 
great mind to ask Neal openly what it all is, and 
insist upon an answer." 
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There was no opportunity for further conversa- 
then. Mark Cray came in. Captain Davenal did 
not think him improved in any way. There was 
less of openness in his manner than formerly, and 
he rather appeared to evade Captain Davenal, quit- 
ting his presence as soon as he conveniently could. 
The next to enter was Miss Bettina. It was the 
first time she had met her nephew, and she was dis- 
posed to be cordial Miss Bettina had gone forth 
that morning to visit his young wife, entertaining a 
secret prejudice against her, and she returned home 
liking her. The little baby had been named Eichard, 
too, and that gratified her. 

A short while later, and Captain Davenal and his 
sister stood in the presence of this very young woman, 
Catherine Wentworth. In a room in Lady Eeid's 
house, when they reached it — for Sara walked home 
with him — she was waiting. She had gone there 
inquiring for Captain Davenal, and upon being *told 
Captain Davenal was out, she asked to be allowed 
to wait for him. 

The sequel of this episode is so very matter-of- 
fact, so devoid of romance, that some of you, my 
readers, may think it might have been as well never 
to have introduced it. But, in that case, what 
would have become of the closing history of Neal ? 
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It was quite necessary, if that gentleman was to 
have a faithful biographer. 

Sara Davenal sat, the white strings of her bonnet 
untied, wiping the drops of moisture from her re- 
lieved brow. So intense was the relief, that when 
the first few moments of thankfulness were past, she 
looked back with a feeling of anger that her mind's 
peace, for long long months, should have been dis- 
turbed so unnecessarily. 

They were talking fast, this young woman and 
Captain DavenaL She had gone to Miss Davenal's 
house over and over again to inquire after him ; she 
had handed Neal more than one letter to forward to 
him in India ; she had been at the house the previ- 
ous night, demanding to know where the captain 
was staying, and saying that she would see him ; 
and she had this morning found out his address at 
Lady Beid's, and had waited until he came in. 

But all for a very innocent and legitimate purpose. 
Mra Wentworth — and she was Mrs. Wentworth — 
had never seen Captain Davenal in her life before ; 
had never pretended that she had; she was only 
seeking him now to get from him some information 
of her real husband, Sergeant-Major Wentworth, of 
Captain Davenal's regiment 

One train of thought leads to another. Captain 

III 
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Davenal remembered now to have heard that the 
sergeant-major, a very respectable man, had volun- 
tarily separated himself from his wife, and left her 
behind him in England when their regiment sailed 
for India, in consequence of some misconduct on her 
part. He stood there face to face with the young 
woman, trying to reconcile this plain statement of 
facts with the account of past assertions related to 
him by Sara. 

** You are Sergeant-Major Wentworth's wife, you 
say," observed Captain Davenal, regarding her nar- 
rowly, watching every word that fell from her lips. 
If there had been any conspiracy between her and 
Neal to undermine his sister's peace, he felt that he 
should like to punish both of them. Sara had had 
enough of real troubles to bear, without having false 
ones brought upon her. 

" Yes, I am," she replied. She had a wonderfully 
pretty face, now that it could be seen without her 
veil, and her manners were pleasing — nay, lady-like. 
But still there was the look of general imtidiness 
about her that Sara had noticed before, though she 
did not wear a shawl to-day, but a black cloth mantle, 
cut in the mode. 

** May I ask if you ever allowed it to be under- 
stood that you were anybody else's wife ?^ rejoined 
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Captain Davenal, putting the question in the most 
convenient form he could, and in a half-jesting tone. 

" Anybody else's wife ?" she repeated, as if not 
understanding. 

" Ay ; mine, for instance ?" 

" Why, of course I never did. I don't know what 
you mean, sir." 

" Does Neal know you are Sergeaut-Major Went- 
worth's wife ?** 

" dear, yes. I have done nothing a long while 
but beseech of him to write to you, sir, and ask if 
you would speak in my behalf to Wentworth, and 
make him allow me more, or else let me go out to 
him in India. 

Sara interposed. It might not be wise in her, but 
she could not help herself, " I once accidentally heard 
a conversation of yours with Neal. You were speak- 
ing of this gentleman, Captain Davenal ; it was the 
very day that we had heard news of his marriage 
with Miss Eeid. I remember you said something to 
the efifect that you would have satisfaction, cost what 
punishment it would to him. Did you allude to your 
husband ?" 

"Yes, I did," the girl replied. ** And I hope he 
will be punished yet I remember the time, too. I 
had had a letter that morning from one of the women 
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who went with the regiment, a soldier's wife; she 
spoke of my husband in it in a way that vexed me ; 
and she said, amidst other news, that their Captain — 
Captain Davenal — ^had just got married. The letter 
put me up to think that perhaps Captain Davenal 
could do some good for me with my husband, and I 
came off at once to Neal and asked him. Neal sidd 
he should not trouble Captain Davenal with anything 
of the sort ; and the answer made me angry, and I 
reminded Mr. Neal that I could say one or two things 
about him that might not be pleasant, if I chose to be 
iU-natured ; and at last he promised to send a letter 
for me to Captain Davenal, enclosed in one from 
himself, if I liked to write and state the casa I re- 
member quite well saying that I would have satisfac- 
tion somehow, no matter what the punishment to 
Wentworth. Did my letters ever reach you, sir? I 
wrote two or three." 

"Never." 

*'Like enough Neal never sent them," she ex- 
claimed with an angry toss. " He said he did ; and 
I have been always asking him whether he received 
no answer for me." 

" Is Neal your uncle, Mrs. Wentworth ?** 

" I call hira so sometimes, sir, when I want to be 
pleasant with him, but in point of fact he is no real 
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Tclutioii. My step-mother is his sister ; and that 
makes him a sort of uncle-in-law." 

"And you have not — excuse my pressing the 
question, Mrs. Wentworth, but I have a reason for 
it — ^given Neal reason to suppose that you were ever 
married to any one except Sergeant-Major Went- 
w(Jrth V resumed Captain DavenaL 

*' Never in my life, sir," she replied, and her ac- 
cent of truth was unmistakable. " Say to Ncal that 
I was maiTied to anybody else! "What for? It 
would be childish to say it ; he knows quite well 
that I was married to Sergeant Wentworth. He was 
not sergeant-major then.'' 

The falsehood then had been Neal's ! Captain 
Davenal glanced at Sara. But the sergeant's wife 
spoke again. 

•* Could you interest yourself for mo with Went- 
worth, sir ?" 

" Ah, I don't know. It is a ticklish thing, you 
see, to interfere between man and wife," added the 
captain, a jesting smile upon his 'lips. "What is 
your grievance against Wentworth ?" 

Mrs. Wentworth entered on her grievances ; a 
whole catalogue. She required that her husband 
should send for her to be with him in India, or else 
that he should make her a better allowance, so that 
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she could live *' as a lady." She knew he got plenty 
of prize money she said, for she had been told so ; 
and she finished up with stating that she had been 
to the War Office, and to half a dozen other offices, 
to complain of him, and could get no redress. 

« Well," said Captain Davenal, ** I'll tell you what 
rU do. I will write to your husband — a man for 
whom I have great respect — and inquire his version 
of the quarrel between you. We should always hear 
both sides of a question you know, Mrs. Wentworth. 
When I get his answer, you shall hear from me. To 
be candid with you, I must say that I don't think 
Wentworth is one to allow of much interference. He 
has good judgment, and he likes to exercise it. But 
I will write to him." 

*' And you'll promise to see me again, sir, in spite 
of Neal ? What his objection was, 1 don't know, but 
he did all he could to prevent my seeing you." 

** I don't think you need fear Neal's prevention for 
the future, in regard to seeing me," said Captain Da- 
venal, in a significant tone, as he civilly bowed out 
Mrs. Wentworth. 

"Well, Sara, and what do you think of Neal 
now ?" 

" I can't imderstand it ; I can't understand why 
he should have said jt, or what his motive was," 
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slowly replied Sara. " Oh, if he only knew the cruel 
days and nights it caused me to pass. Shall you tell 
Aunt Bettina of Neal's falsity?'' 

** Tell her !" repeated Captain Davenal. '"*' Do you 
think I can allow her and you to be any longer un- 
der the same roof with a villain such as Neal ?'* 



CHAPTER LX. 

UGHT. 

Xor to lliss Bettina^ however, did Captain Darenal 
at once take hia way, but to Parliament Street The 
leyelation of Sara that moming — that the one dark 
episode in his own past history had been known to 
Oswald Cray — ^was troubling Edward Davenal's mind 
far more than any sense of the inconrenience wrought 
by Mr. NeaL 

They stood together in Oswald's sitting-room, the 
doors closed. A few words of greeting on both sides, 
and then the captain plunged wholesale, without any 
ceremony or preparation, into the object which had 
brought him. 

** I have come to ask you a question," he began, 
dropping his voice to a confidential whisper. ** How 
did you become acquainted with that miserable busi- 
ness of mine ?" 

*'With what miserable business?" returned Os- 
wald, in surprise. 
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" Don't you recal what I mean ? Tliat affair that 
swamped me. Or, I'm sure I may better say, swamped 
my father. The — the — those bills, you know." 

Oswald did not know in the least. And said so. 

"Hang it, Cray,'* exclaimed the captain, "why 
force a man to speak out ? Those forged bills that I 
put into circulation, and couldn't get back again." 

" I protest I do not know what you are talking of," 
returned Oswald. ** I don't understand what it is you 
would ask me." 

'* I only ask how you became acquainted with the 
affair." 

" I never was acquainted with the affair : with any 
affair such as you allude to," persisted Oswald. ** I 
am not acquainted with it now." 

** Do you mean to say that you did not become 
cognisant of that dreadful trouble I got into before 
leaving England ? — The signing of those bills?" 

" I never heard of it in my life. I never heard, 
or knew, that you were in any trouble whatever." 

Captain Davenal sat staring at Oswald. How re- 
concile this denial with Sara's positive assurance of 
an hour ago ? " You are telling me truth 1 " he cried, 
with a perplexed air. 

*' Entire truth," said Oswald. •'Why should I 
not?" 
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** What then could Sara mean ?" debated Captain 
Davonal aloud. ^ She tells me that you did know 
of it.'' 

**Sara tolls you so?** 

** She does. She says that — I don't see that I 
need scruple to speak," broke off Captain Davenal, 
" it's all over and done with, I suppose, — Sara says it 
was your knowledge of the affair that caused the 
brcjuking off of the engagement between yourself and 
her.^ 

Oswald Cray was silent A doubt crossed him of 
whethcjr the gallant captain could have received some 
sabre-cut or sun-stroke in India, which had affected 
his brain. (Japtain Davenal noted his puzzled look, 
and strove to b(} more explanatory. 

" Wh(;n you and I wore returning to town from 
Ilallinghani the night of Caroline's wedding, you 
hinted that there exi8t(;d an attachment or engage- 
UKjnt between you and Sara. For the first time I 
spoke of this to Sara this morning. She admitted 
that something of the kind had existed, but said it 
was over ; and I saw that the subject was painful — 
one she wished to avoid. So I dropped it. After- 
wards, in speaking of this worse business of mine, I 
observed that it had been known to three people 
only : my father, Alfrod King, and Sara ; but Sara 



OSWALD CRAY. 299 

interrupted me, saying that it was known to Oswald 
Cray. I disputed the fact ; I said it could not have 
been known to you, but she persisted in her assertion, 
and finally confessed that it was in consequence of 
its coming to your knowledge that you broke off the 
engagement to her, deeming she was not worthy, as 
my sister, to become your wife. Pardon me yet a 
moment while I state that I am not here to question 
the decision ; I don't wish to enter upon it at all, 
except to say that many would have done as you 
did, after what /, her brother, had been guilty of. 
All thxit is apart from the business, and I am only 
telling you how it came out. Sara assures me that 
it was the sole cause of breaking oflf the engage- 
ment, and that you must have known of it almost as 
soon as — as my father knew. Now, 1 want you to 
tell me, Mr. Oswald Cray, how and whence that 
afifair came to your knowledge. Have I made myself 
clear?'' 

" Perfectly clear, so far as explanation goes ; but 
it is nothing but obscurity to me, for all that. In 
the first place, allow me to repeat to you that I never 
knew before now that you were in any trouble what- 
ever. This is my first intimation of it." 

" And was it not that knowledge that caused you 
and Sara to part ?" 
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** It was not. How could it have been, when I 
assure you I did not possess the knowledge ? A — a 
great trouble, of which I would prefer not to speak, 
did lead to the parting, but it was entirely uncon- 
nected with you." 

" Well, this is Greek," returned Captain DavenaL 
"There was no other trouble connected with the 
family, except mine. I suppose you mean that it 
was connected with them?'' 

"Yes.'' 

*' With which of them ? There was no scapegoat 
in it except me." 

" It was connected with Dr. DavenaV said Oswald 
reluctiintly. " I cannot say more." 

" Willi my futlier ? Nonsense, if you mean any- 
thing wrong. A more upright man never breathed. 
Fancy liini sending forth bad bills!" 

" I could not fancy him doing so,"' replied Oswald. 
** The matter had nothing to do with money.'' 

**I'll lay all I am woi-th it had to do with me, 
with my business," impulsively spoke Captain 
Davenal. *'I*will toll you how it was " 

** Nay, it is not worth while," was Oswald Cray's 
interruption, as he thought how veiy different a 
thing was Lady Oswald's unhappy death from the 
topics under discussion. " Believe me, you had not, 
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and could not have had, anything to do with the real 
question.** 

* But I'll tell you, now I have begun. I and my 
choice friend, as I thought him then," — Captain 
Davenal spoke with scornful bitterness, — " got into an 
awful mess together, and could not get out of it. 
No matter whether it was gambling or horse-racing, 
or what not; money we were compelled to have. 
King assured me on his honour that in three weeks* 
time he should be in the possession of several thou- 
sand pounds, if we could only stave off exposure 
until then, and in an evil hour T yielded to his per- 
suasion, and wrote my father's name. The suggestion 
was King's, the persuasion was Kling's, the full 
assurance that all would be well was King's. I 
don't say this in extenuation of myself; the guilt 
and madness of yielding were all mine. Well, the 
days went on, and when the time came, and the 
thing was on the point of exploding, King had not 
got the thousands he had counted on : moreovei*, I 
found that his expectation of getting them had been 
from the first very vague indeed, and we had a 
desperate quarrel. The sneak turned round ; threat- 
ened me with exposure, with ruin, and I had to go 
down and confess the truth to my father. He saved 
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me — saved me at the sacrifice of all he had, and, I 
fear, of his life.'' 

There was a pause. Oswald had grown strangely 
interested. Captain Davenal continued 

^ I shall never forget the efiect it had upon him, 
never, never. I speak only of the hour of the com- 
munication ; I never saw him after that I told him 
there might be trouble with these bills, to get them 
at all ; that even with the money in hand to redeem 
them, I was not sure the consequences could be 
averted from me. I saw the change pass over his 
face ; the grey, scared look ; and it did not quit it 
again." 

*' Where did you see him V 

**At Hallingham. I went down at some peril, 
after leave had been refused me at head-quarters, 
getting to Hallingham about eleven o'clock on a Sun- 
day night. 1 stayed an hour or so with my father 
in his study, and then went back to the station again, 
for I had to be at my post on duty the following 
morning. No one at home knew of my visit. I 
tapped at my father's study window and he let me 
in. Before I left, I asked to see Sara. I knew quite 
well, though they did not, that I should not go down 
again, and I did not care to leave for years without 
saying a word to her, so my father fetched her down 
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from her room. We did not tell her the particulars, 
only that I had been doing something wrong, was in 
danger, and that my visit to Hallingham must be 
kept quiet. My poof father 1 I remember his asking 
in a burst of feeling what he had (Jone that aU this 
trouble should fall upon him. Another great trouble 
had befallen him that night in the death of Lady 
Oswald." 

" Yes T said Oswald with a calm manner but a 
beating heart. His thoughts were in that long past 
night, and Neal's description of it. 

** It was very dreadful,'' resumed Captain Davenal, 
alluding to the matter of Lady Oswald. " My father 
was sadly cut up. Mark Cray had killed her, through 
administering the chloroform." 

Oswald felt his heart stand still, his face flush 
with a burning heat. He moved nearer to Captain 
Davenal : but his voice was quiet stiU. 

" Did you say Mark administered the chloroform ?" 

"It was Mark. Yes. My father said he had 
especially forbidden Mark Cray to give her chloro- 
form. Mark in the course of the day had proposed 
doing it, but the doctor warned him that chloroform 
would not do for Lady Oswald. When all was ready, 
he (my father) had to carry Lady Oswald's maid from 
the chamber in a fainting-fit, and when he got back 
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to it he found Mark had administered the chloroform, 
which he had taken with him to the house surrepti- 
tiously, and was commencing the operation^ The 
doctor said he could not make out Mark Cray that 
night. He was beginning the operation in so unskil- 
ful, so unsurgeon-like a manner, that my father had 
to push him away as he would have pushed a child, 
and perform it himself. But they could not recover 
Lady Oswald" 

Oswald made no remark. He felt as one stunned. 

" It struck me as being a most shocking thing," 
continued Captain DavenaL "I remarked to my 
father that it seemed like murder, and he said yes> he 
supposed the world would call it such." 

" But why did not Dr. Davenal declare the truth 
— that it was Mark who had given the chloroform ?" 
interrupted Oswald. "Why suffer himself to rest 
imder the imputation ?" 

"What imputation? There was no imputation 
to lie imder. All the world supposed the chloroform 
had been rightly and properly administered, accord- 
ing to the best judgment of both of them." 

True ; true. Oswald Cray had been speaking in 
accordance with his own private knowledge, not "with 
publicly-known facts. 

" My father kept the secret for Mark Cray's sake. 
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If it went forth to the world, he said it would blight 
Mark's professional career for life. He told me the 
facts, but he intended to keep them from all others, 
and he warned me not to divulge them. I never did. 
1 am not sure that I should feel justified in telling 
even you now, but that Mark is no longer in his pro- 
fession. My poor father made the remark that they 
were two heavy secrets for his breast to keep, mine 
and Mark Cray's." 

The murmur of the words fell upon Oswald's ear, 
but he was as one who heard them not. A weighty 
amount of self-reproach was rising up within him. 
Captain Davenal talked on, and then hastened away, 
for he had Mr. Neal to settle with yet, leaving Oswald 
alone. 

The scales, so long obscuring Oswald Cray's eyes, 
had fallen from them, and he saw the past in its true 
colours. The one wondering question that seemed to 
press upon him now was, how he could ever have 
doubted Dr. DavenaL Above his own self-reproach ; 
above the bitter feeling of repentance for the wrong 
he had dealt out to her whom he best loved on earth ; 
above his regrets for the late years wasted in a miser- 
able illusion; was his remorse for having so mis- 
judged that good man, misjudged him even to his 
grave. He saw it all now : how, when he questioned 
III 2 
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Dr. Davenal about his motives for administering the 
fatal medicine, he had taken the odium upon himself 
for Mark's sake : not even to him, his brother, would 
he, in his loving kindness, betray Mark. 

Never had the pride, the self-esteem, of Oswald 
Cray received a blow like unto this. He had plumed 
himself on his superiority ; he had cast off Dr. Da- 
venal as one unworthy of him ; he had dared, in his 
self-sufficiency, to cast off Sara. Her father was a 
man of suspicion, and therefore she was no fit mate 
for him ! Whereas, Oswald now learnt that it was 
his own brother who was the offender : Dr. Davenal 
and his daughter were the victims. The fuU value, 
the Christian conduct, of that good man was patent to 
him now ; the patient endurance of Sara became clear 
to him. 

He lifted his hat and wiped the moisture from his 
brow, as he walked through the streets, all these 
considerations doing battle in his brain. The winter^s 
day was cold, but Oswald's brow was hot ; hot with 
inward fever. He was on his way to Miss Davenal's, 
to seek a conference with his half-brother : there were 
one or two questions he would put to him. He had 
taken his hat, and come out the moment Captain 
Davenal left him : business and all else gave way 
before this. 



CHAPTEE LXL 

THE BARGAIN SEALED. 

Mark Cray sat in his wife's sick-room. Mark Cray 
found it (between ourselves) rather tiresome to sit in 
his wife's sick-room : and Mark was very apt to 
doze asleep at his post Mark was asleep now. He 
was dreaming a charming dream of greatness — ^in 
which some grand scheme of Barker^s had succeeded, 
and he and that gentleman were sailing about the 
atmosphere in a triumphal car of gold, looking down 
with complacency on the poor toiling mortals in the 
world below — when Dorcas came in with a whisper, 
and aroused him. Mr. Oswald Cray was in the 
dining-parlour waiting to see him, she said : and 
Mark, after a stare at the girl, descended, pushing 
back his clustering hair, which had disarranged itself 
in his sleep. 

Oswald was standing near the fire. He turned to 
Mark and spoke in a quiet tone. 

** I have a question to ask you, Mark. It relates 
to the past. Who " 
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•'Oh, never mind the past," interrupted Mark, 
with a half testy, half careless sort of manner. *' Tm 
sure there's enough worry in the present, without 
going back to that of the past I wish that horrid 
mine had been sunk a thousand fathoms deep, before 
I had had anything to do with it I daresay I shall 
pay you back some time ! " 

^ It is not about the mine I wish to speak to you, 
or of payment either,'* calmly rejoined Oswald, ** But, 
Mark, I want the truth from you — ^the truth, mind — 
upon another subject It was you, was it not, who 
gave the chloroform to Lady Oswald V 

Mark made no reply, either truthful or otherwise. 
The question was so exceedingly unlike any he had 
expected that he only stared. 

" It was supposed, I know, at the time to have 
been administered by Dr. Davenal But I have rea- 
son to believe that it was administered by yourself, 
during his temporary absence from the chamber, and 
against his sanction. Was it so, Mark ?" 

" I suppose you heard this from the doctor him- 
self at the time?" was Mark Cray's remark. *' I re- 
member you were worriting over it." 

" I beg you to answer my question, Mark What 
you say shall go no further." 

" Well, yes, it was so," said Mark ; " though I'm 
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sure I can't think why you want to bring up the 
thing now. I did give her the chloroform, but I gave 
it for the best. As I was to perform the operation, 
I thought I had a right to exercise my own judgment, 
which was opposed to the doctor's. I was very sony 
for the result, but I did it for the best* 

" I wish you had told me the truth at the time, 
Mark. You suffered me to believe that the chloro- 
form was given by Dr. Davenal." 

" And what difference did it make to you which 
of us gave it?" was Mark Cray's reply, not an un- 
natural one. ** You may guess that it was a thing I 
did not care to speak of. So long as it was assumed 
we gave the chloroform conjointly, in accordance with 
ordinary practice and our best judgment, nobody 
could say a word ; but if it had been disclosed that I 
gave it by myself, on my own responsibility, and 
against the doctor's opinion, I should have had the 
whole town carping at me." 

Oswald had nothing further to say. He could 
not tell the bitter truth — that this miserable misap- 
prehension had wrecked his hopes of happiness, had 
been making an icebolt of his heart in the interven- 
ing years. 

Mark escaped, and returned to his wife's room, 
there to endeavour to drop into his golden dreams 
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again, from which he seemed to have been aroused 
for no earthly use whatever. And Oswald stayed on 
in the hope of seeing Sara. 

Not only in the dining-parlour of Miss Davenal's 
house was there a conference being held at that hour, 
but also in the drawing-ix)om above : and but for the 
all-absorbing nature of his own thoughts, Oswald 
Cray had not failed to hear the sounds. Captain 
Davenal had got Neal there, before his aunt And 
^Ir. Keal was slipping out of all accusations as 
smoothly as an eel. 

The group was noticeable. Miss Davenal in her 
chair, upright and angry, only partially understand- 
ing the cause of the commotion; Captain Davenal 
standing, open and impetuous, talking very fast ; 
Keal full of repose and self-possession, all his wits in 
full play ; and Sara sitting apart in silence, her cheek 
bent upon her hand. Captain Davenal charged Neal 
with treachery, general and particular. Neal had his 
plausible answer ready to meet it alL 

The interview was drawing to an end, and little 
satisfaction had been derived from it. Poor Miss 
Davenal's ears were in a mazed condition : desks, 
letters, inventions to Sara touching a Mrs. Went- 
worth, and a hundred other charges, jumbling hope- 
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lessly upon them, nothing being clear. Neal denied 
everything. 

" You did tell Miss Sara Davenal that the young 
woman was my wife/' cried Captain Davenal, indig- 
nantly. 

" T beg your pardon, sir," said Neal, respectfully. 
" I said I felt quite sure she was not ; that there 
must be some mistake. Miss Sara perhaps will 
remember that such was my opinion.'' 

" At any rate, you said the young woman made 
the charge," persisted Captain Davenal, irritated at 
the assured coolness. 

" I did, sir. I understood the young woman to 
make it. She " 

" But she never did make it," interrupted Captain 
DavenaL 

; Neal shrugged his shoulders in submissive super- 
ciliousness, meant for Mrs. Wentworth. "It may 
suit the young woman's purpose to say so now, sir. 
I fear she is not very strict in her adherence to 
truth ; but she certainly did make it at the time. 
However, sir, I am quite willing to take the blame 
upon myself, to allow that I misunderstood her." 

" Why, you have not the face to tell me that you 
have gone on believing it ?" 

" dear no, sir. I was very soon afterwards 
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convinced that the thing was a mistake alto- 
gether." 

** And pray why had you not the honesty to say 
so to Miss Sara Davenal ?" 

" I'm sure I should have been happy to say so, 
sir, had I possessed the least idea that it would 
have been welcome. But after the first blush, the 
matter appeared to be so very absurd, that I never 
supposed Miss Sara would give to it a second 
thought. If my silence has caused any uneasiness, 
I can only say how deeply I regret it." 

" Who is the young woman 1'* helplessly cried 
Miss Bettina. "And pray Neal, how came~ it, if 
you had anything of the sort to say, that you did 
not say it to me ? I am the proper person to hear 
these things ; a young lady is not." 

Neal advanced a step to his mistress and spoke in 
his low clear tone. "It was not my intention to 
speak to Miss Sara Davenal at all, ma'am, or to you 
either ; I should not have thought of doing such a 
thing ; but I could not help myself when Miss Sara 
questioned me upon the point." 

All that was reasonable and feasible, and Miss 
Davenal nodded her head in approbation ; but her 
nephew the captain got in a passion, and insisted 
that he should be discharged there and then. 
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Neal was quite ready to go, he said, civilly cour- 
teous, if his mistress saw fit to inflict upon him so 
severe a step* He was unconscious of having done 
anything to merit it. Perhaps she would be pleased 
to particularise his offence. 

" He is a villain, aunt,'' broke forth the captain 
intemperately, before Miss Bettina could speak. I 
believe he has been one ever since my father took 
him into the house. He has opened letters, and un- 
locked desks, and altogether played the part of deceit 
He shall go.'' 

Neal interrupted, humbly begging the captain's 
pardon. He could most truthfully assure his mis- 
tress that he had done nothing of the sort ; he had 
never opened a letter in the house, except his own ; 
had never touched a desk, but to dust it. If Captaiu 
Davenal could mention any other distinct charge, he 
should be glad, as it would allow him an opportunity 
of refutation. Ko. His conscience acquitted him. 
He should quit the house, if he did have to quit it, 
with a clear character, and he thought his mistress 
would acknowli^dge that he deserved one. In the 
one little point concerning Mrs. Wentworth he might 
have been in error \ first, in too readily giving ear to 
what she said ; next, in xiot having spoken to Miss 
Sara to set the doubt at rest in her mind. They 
m p 
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were mistakes certainly, and he greatly regretted 
them. 

" NeaV' said the captain, too hot-headed to main- 
tain his dignity, " I'd a hundred times rather be an 
open villain than a sneak. Why, you know you 
have been nothing but a spy from the very moment 
you entered the house. Aunt Bettina, listen ! Before 
the regiment went away, I got into a little trouble, 
upon which I found it necessary to consult my father, 
and I went '' 

" A little what ?" asked Miss Bettina. 

« Trouble. A Uttle difficulty." 

" Oh, ah, yes,'' said Miss Bettina. ^ You were 
always getting into it." 

*' Not such as that," thought the captain. " "Well, 
I had to go down to Hallingham,*' he continued 
aloud, as he bent to her. " I did not care that any of 
you should know it, and I got down one night unex- 
pected by my father. I was with him in his study 
for some time, and went back so as to be at duty the 
next morning. Would you believe," — pointing his 
finger at JSTeal — " that yon honest feUow was a spy 
upon the interview ?"- 

Mr. JSTeal was a little taken by surprise, and Sara 
looked up astonished. But the man was not one to 
lose his impassibility. 
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** He was at the window, looking and listening : 
not, I believe, that he could see and hear very much. 
And he afterwards went abroad and told of the in- 
terview : told that his master had a secret visitor at 
night. You little thought, Mr. Neal, that the visitor 
was myself, or that I should ever bring it home to 
you." 

Neal, all unconscious innocence, gazed straight 
forward into Captain Davenal's face. "I have not 
the least idea what it is that you are speaking of, ^ir. 
My recollection does not serve me upon the point." 

"0 yes, it does," said Captain Davenal. *'A 
subtle nature such as yours cannot forget so easily. 
Happily he, to whom you carried the tale of the 
evening, was a trustworthy man : he kept his own 
counsel, and told you Dr. Davenal's visitors were no 
business o his or of yours. I speak of Mr. Oswald 
Cray." 

** Mr. Oswald Cray ?'' repeated Neal, plunging into 
reflection. ** On my honour, sir, I have not the least 
idea what it is you mean. A visitor at night to my 
late master in his study? Stay, I do remember 
something of it 1 — ^yes — I was outside, taking a 
mouthful of fresh air preparatory to retiring to rest, 
and I saw some one — a stranger I took him to be — 
come stealthily in at the gate, and he was after- 
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wards shut in with my master. Vm sure, sir, I beg 
your pardon even at this distance of time, if I was 
mistaken. I feared he might be a. suspicious charac- 
ter, and I think I did go to the window, anxious for 
my master^s personal safety. I could not have sup- 
posed it was you, sir." 

Was it possible to take Neal at a disadvantage ? 
It did not seem so ? 

*' And it was anxiety for your mastei's personal 
safety that caused you afterwards to recount this to 
Mr. Oswald Cray? Eh?" 

"Does Mr. Oswald Cray say I recounted it to 
him, sir?" inquired Neal, probably not feeling sure of 
his ground just here. 

" That's my business," said Captain Davenal, while 
Sara looked round at NeaL ** You did recount it to 
him." 

" All I can say, sir, is, that if I did, I must have 
had some good motive in it. I cannot charge my 
memory after this lapse of time. Were I in any 
anxiety touching my master, Mr. Oswald Cray was 
probably the gentleman I should carry it to, seeing 
he was a friend of the family. I haVjB — I think-— 
some faint remembrance that I did speak to Mr. 
Oswald Cray of that mysterious visitor," slowly added 
Neal, looking fixedly up in the air, as if he were 



OSWALD CRAV. 317 

trying to descry the sun through a fog. ** It's very 
likely that I did, sir, not being at ease myself upon 
the point" 

Captain Davenal was losing patience. It seemed 
impossible to bring anything home to Neal with any 
sort of satisfaction. At the close of the ^captain's 
interview with Oswald Cray, the latter had mentioned 
— but not in any ill-feeling to Neal — that that 
functionary had spoken to him of the night inter- 
view at Dr. Davenal's ; had said he was outside the 
window at the time. Oswald had not said more ; he 
deemed it weU not to do so ; but Captain Davenal 
had become at once convinced that it was but one of 
Neal's prying tricks. He turned to Miss Davenal. 

" Aunt Bettina, this is waste of time. In nearly 
the last interview I ever had with my father, he told 
me he had doubts of Neal. He feared the man was 
carrying on a game of deceit I Tcnow he has been 
doing it all along. Will you discharge him r 

"I can't imderstand it at all," returned Miss 
Bettina. 

" JUL enlighten you one of these days, when you 
are not very deaf, and we can have a qidet half' 
hour together. Sara, what do you say ?" 

Sara rose from her seat, her cheek flushing, her 
voice firm. "Neal must leave, Aunt Bettina,'' she 
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said, bending down to the deaf ear. "Edward is 
quite right.'' 

Miss Bettina looked at them aU in succession. 
Had she believed the accusations, she would have 
discharged Neal on the spot, but she doubted them. 
She had thought there was not so faithful a servant 
in the world. And he looked so immaculate as he 
stood there ! 

" I don't go out of the house this night until he 
has left it, Annt Bettina," resumed the captain. 

" This night !" echoed Miss Bettina, catching the 
words. " I can't let Neal go without warning, leav- 
ing us without a servant. Who is to wait upon 
us?'' 

" You shall have my servant, aunt ; one I have 
brought home with me " 

" No," said Miss Bettina, resolute in the cause of 
justice. " Neal, I will not part with you in that 
hasty manner. I cannot judge yet between you and 
Captain Davenal. That you must leave, is obvious ; 
but you shall have the proper month's warning." 

Neal stepped up, all suavity. " I beg your par- 
don, ma'am ; you are very kind, but I could not think 
of remaining a day to cause unpleasantness in the 
family. I had better go at once. I have my feel- 
ings, ma'am, although I am but a dependant. My 
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conscience tells me that I have served you faith- 
fuUy." 

" I think you have, NeaL" 

'* I have indeed, ma'am, and I hope it will be re- 
membered in my character." 

" Don't send to me for one," impetuously broke 
out Captain Davenal. "And now, Neal, the sooner 
you are out of the house the better. I shall keep my 
word ; to see you away from it ere I quit it myself." 

Neal bowed ; he could but be ever the respectful 
servant ; and retired. Miss Davenal was bewildered. 
What with parting with Neal, what with being left 
with nobody to replace him, she could not gather her 
senses. Captain Davenal sat down. First of all 
promising her that the servant he spoke of should be 
in the house before night, to remain with her until 
she was suited with one, he next began to enlarge 
upon Neal's delinquencies, and try to make her com- 
prehend them. 

Sara silently left the room. It was altogether a 
painful subject, and she did not care to hear more of 
it now. She went down into the dining-parlour, her 
movements slow and quiet ; since Mrs. Cray's in- 
creased danger, noise had been avoided in the house 
as much as possible. Some one was standing up by 
the mantel-piece, his back towards her ; in the dusk 
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of the room — for evening was drawing on — Sara took 
it to be Mark ; and yet she thought she had heard 
Mark's step in his wife's chamber now, as she came 
down stairs. This gentleman was taller, too ! He 
turned suddenly round, and the fire threw its light 
on the face of Oswald Cray. 

She stood a moment in surprise, and then went up 
to him, holding out her hand as to any ordinary visitor, 
and saying a word of apology that be should have 
been left there unannounced. A strange expression, 
an expression of deprecation, almost of humility, sat 
on his features, and he did not touch the offered 
hand, 

" I waited to see you," he said. " I came here to 
see Mark, who has been with me." 

He stopped suddenly. His manner, his looks 
were altogether strange. Sara thought something 
must have happened. 

" What is the matter V* she asked. " You look as 
if you had some great care upon you." 

*^And so I have. That care that arises from 
shame and repentance ; from finding that we have 
been upon the mistaken road of wrong ; been tread- 
ing it for years.'' 

She sat down, quietly, timidly, looking to him 
for an elucidation, half frightened at his emotion. 
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** I wish to have an explanation with you, Sara. 
I want — ^if it be poesible-— forgiveness. And I don't 
know how to enter upon the one, or to sue for the 
other." 

She had rarely seen him otherwise than calmly 
self-possessed. Generally, especially of late years, he 
was cold almost to a fault. And now he was as one 
blazing with an inward fire ; his lips were scarlet, 
his brow was flushed, his voice quite hoarse with 
emotion. ^ 

" In the years gone by, I— I— threw you up, Sara. 
While I loved you better than anything on earth, 
knowing that you were the only one upon it who 
could ever awaken the passion within me, did I live 
to centuries, I voluntarily resigned you. That night 
in the Abbey grave-yard at Hallingham, when we 
accidentally met — you have not forgotten it — I told 
you that I could not marry you ; that you were not 

fit to be my wife Hush I it was equivalent to it. 

Sara, how can I stand now before you and confess 
that I was altogether under an error; that in my 
pride, my blindness, I had taken up a false view of 
things, and was acting upon it ? Can you see my 
shame, my repentance, as I say it to you?" 

" I don't understand you,*' she gasped, utterly be- 
wildered. 
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"Will you so far pardon me — ^will you so far 
trust me after all that has occurred — ^as to give me 
this one single word of explanation ? To whom did 
you attribute the cause of my acting in the way I 
did? Whose ill-conduct was it, as you supposed, 
that had raised the barrier between us ?" 

She hesitated, not perhaps caring to reply. 

**I have had an interview to-day with Captain 
Da venal," he resumed, in a low tone. ** He has given 
me the details of the imhappy business he was drawn 
into — ^the forged bills : I am, so far, in his entire con- 
fidence. Will that help you to anwer me 1" 

** It was that," she said. 

"That alone?" 

* That alone. There was nothing else." 

" Well, Sara, can you believe me when I tell you 
that I never heard of that business until to-day ? — 
That Captain Davenal had nothing whatever to do 
with my course of action V 

Indeed she looked as though she could not be- 
lieve him. What else then ? she asked. Who had ? 
Under what impression had he acted ? 

**Ah, there lies my shame! Sara, I dared — I 
dared to attribute ill-conduct to another," he cried 
with emotion. " In my pride and folly, in my mind's 
delusion, I presumed to set myself up for a judge 
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over one who in goodness might have crushed me to 
nothing. I shall never get over the remorse during 
life." 

" You — did not — attribute ill-conduct of any sort 
to me ?" she said with white lips. 

** To you ! To you whom I have ever believed 
to be one of the best and truest women upon earth ! 
— ^whom I have regarded through it all with an 
amount of respect unutterable! No, no. But the 
question serves me right." 

She laid her hands one over the other as she sat, 
striving to keep her feelings under control Praise 
from him was all too sweet yet. 

"0 do me justice so far, Sara! While I gave 
you up, I knew that to my heart and judgment none 
were like unto you for goodness : I knew that if my 
obstinate pride, my spirit of self-sufl&ciency, did but 
allow me to marry you, you would be the greatest 
treasure man ever took to himself. Can you tole- 
rate me while I dare openly to say these things ? — 
can you believe that I am pouring them forth in my 
humiliation? I have loved you deeply and fer- 
vently ; I shall love you always ; but even that love 
has scarcely equalled my admiration and my respect." 

" But who else, then, could have had any coun- 
teracting influence ?" she returned, after a while. 
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'* I dare not tell you." 

"There was only Edward. I had no other 
brother. No one else could have done anything to 
bring shame upon — —oh, surely you cannot mean 
papa!" she broke off, the improbable idea flashing 
over her. 

" Don't ask me, Sara ! In mercy to myself." 

" Papa who was so good ? " she reiterated, paying 
no heed to his words in her wonder. " He was so 
just, so kind, so honourable ! I think if ever there 
was a good man on earth, who tried to do as God 
would have him, it was papa. It is impossible you 
could suspect anything wrong in him \" 

**My object in waiting to see you this evening 
was, first, to make my confession ; secondly, to ask 
you to be more just, more merciful than I have been, 
and to forgive me," he rejoined, in a low tone. ** I 
must add another petition yet, Sara : that you would 
generously allow this one point to remain as it is 
between us." 

" But I think you ought to tell me," she urged. 
" Did you indeed suspect papa ? " 

"Yes." 

" But of what r 

" Ah, don't press me further, Sara, for I cannot 
tell you. A singular accident led me to doubt Dr. 
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Davenars conduct — honour — I hatdly know what to 
call it— -and there followed on this a chain of circum- 
stances so apparently corroborative of the doubt, that 
I thought T had no resource but to believe. I be- 
lieved, and I acted upon the belief: I judged him 
harshly; I treated him coldly ; I gave up you, my 
dearest hope and object in life ; and this day only 
have my eyes been opened, and to my shame I learn 
that the whole thing, as regarded him, was a delusion. 
Will you — will you generously let my confession 
rest here?" 

* Papa would not have done as Edward did," she 
whispered. 

•'No, no, it was not anything of that nature. 
Money and money-matters had nothing to do with it. 
It was an entirely different thing. I am so ashamed 
of myself that I cannot bear to speak of this further. 
Surely I have said enough? It was a mistake, a 
misapprehension altogether : and the greatest act of 
kindness you can do me now is to let it rest here.* 

She sat gazing at him with questioning eyes, 
nearly lost in wonder. 

'• Yes, the impression under which I acted was a 
false one. There existed no cause whatever for my 
estranging myself from you. But for my own un- 
pardonable credulity, I need never have given you 
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up : and the past years of anguish — and I know they 
have been full of anguish to both of us — ought not 
to have had place. 1 was misled by an unfortunate 
chain of events: and nothing remains to me but 
shame and repentance." 

There ensued a silence. Sara was standing on the 
hearth-rug now, and he took his elbow from the 
mantel-piece, where it had been resting, and moved a 
step towards her. 

" Can I ever hope for your forgiveness ?'' 

•* It seems to me that I have nothing to forgive/' 
she answered, in a low voice. "If circumstances 
misled you, you could not be blamed for acting upon 
them, according to your belief." 

" Sara !" — he laid his hand upon her shoulder and 
his voice shook with the intensity of its emotion — 
"may I dare to hope that you will let me in my 
future life strive to atone for this ?'' 

** How atone for it ?" she faltered. 

" Will you generously look over the past folly ? 
— wiU you suffer it to be between us as it used to be ? 
— will you be my wife at last ?" 

She trembled as she stood, the conscious light of 
love mantling in her cheek and in her drooping eye. 
Mr. Oswald Cray held her before him, waiting and 
watching for the answer, his lips parted with suspense. 
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" My brother's crime remains still," she whispered. 
" A memento of the past." 

"Your brother's crime ! Should you be punished 
for that ? — for him ? And what of my brother ?" he 
continued, the revelation of the day imparting to his 
tone a whole world of remorse, of self-condemning 
repentance. "What disgrace has not my brother 
brought to me? Sara; should the ill wrought 
by these ties part us ? It never ought to have done 
so. Let us stand alone, henceforth, you and I, inde- 
pendent of the world! Don't try me too greatly! 
don't punish me, as in justice you might !" 

For a moment her eyes looked straight into his 
with a loving, earnest glance, and then dropped again. 
" I will be your wife, Oswald," she simply jaid. " I 
have never tried to forget you, for I knew I could 
not" 

And as if relief from the tension of suspense were 
too great for entire silence, a faint sound of emotion 
broke from Oswald Cray. And he bent to take from 
her lips that kiss, left upon them so long ago in the 
garden-parlour of the old house at Hallingham. 



CHAPTER LXIL 

"FINANCE," THIS TIME. 

An afternoon in March. The son was drawing to- 
wards its setting amidst gorgeons clouds, and the red 
light, illumining the western sky, threw its rays into 
an invalid's chamber, and lighted it up with a warm 
hue. 

Something else was drawing towards its setting. 
And that was the feeble life of the chamber's chief 
occupant. It was a good-sized pleasant room : the 
bed at the end farthest from the window ; the middle 
space devoted to the comfort of the invalid, a table 
with some books upon its handsome cover, a sofa, 
easy chairs, velvet footstools, and a few pretty oma* 
ments to amuse the eye. 

On the sofa, by the side of the fire, a coverlid of 
the lightest and softest texture thrown gently over 
her, lay the invalid, her hands white and attenuated, 
her face drawn and wan. But there was a strange 
beauty in the face yet ; in the eyes with thoir violet 
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depths, in the exquisite features shaded by the mass 
of silky hair. You do not fail to recognise Mrs. 
Cray. Just now the eyes were closed, and she was 
dozing peacefully. 

At the opposite end of the hearth-rug, sitting rest- 
lessly in an easy chair, was Mark. Of late Mark had 
been rather prone to be as still and idle as his wife : 
the inert life wearied him, it chafed his spirit ; but 
there was no escape from it at present, and Mark 
Cray had perforce resigned himself to it, as an impri- 
soned bird resigns itself in time to its cage. Mark's 
future prospects were uncommonly vague : in fact 
they were as yet bounded by the old expectation- 
anchor, the * something" that was to **tum up." 
Any time in the past few weeks, his wife's death 
might have been expected, and Mark had yielded to 
the idleness of the circumstances, and' been tranquil, 
Mr. Barker was away in Paris, and did not write ; 
the Wheal Bang affairs were going on to a comfort- 
able conclusion, and Mark was letting the future 
take care of itself Strolling out for short walks ; 
giving a quarter of an hour to the " Times" ; wander- 
ing for a few minutes into the sitting-rooms and the 
presence of Miss Bettina, and lounging back in the 
easy chairs by the side of his wife—thus had Mark's 
recent days been passed. 

m p 2 
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But on this afternoon all was changed, and 
Mark's forced quiescence had given place to a 
fidgety restlessness, very characteristic of the old 
times. The post had just brought a letter from Mr. 
Barker — some accident or contrary weather having 
delayed the arrival of the French mail — and Mark 
Cray, upon reading it, felt exalted into the seventh 
heaven. 

Barker had succeeded ! He had brought out a 
company in Paris, connected with finance ; the great 
work he had been striving for so long. In three 
weeks' time from that date it would all be in full 
operation, and if Mrs. Cray were sufficiently well to 
be left, and Mark came over to Paris, he could in- 
stantly step into a post in the Company at a salary 
of eight hundred a year to begin witL In about six 
months' time, according to moderate computation, 
the thing would be in full swing, and the profits 
inaugurated certainly at not less than six thousand 
per annum. The half of which splendid income 
should be Mark's. Such was Mr. Barker's news. 

Can you wonder at Mark's restlessness ? At his 
brightened eye, his flushed face, as he sits there in 
the chair, bolt upright, his hand raised incessantly to 
push back his hair ? He glances across at Caroline 
— whom he really loves very much still — and thinks 
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what a pity it is that all this good fortune should 
have delayed itself until now. Had it come too late 
for her ? Mark Cray in his sanguine fashion actually 
asks himself the question, medical man though he is. 
For the last two or three days Caroline had seemed 
so much better ! only on this very morning she had 
told Mark she felt as if she were getting well again. 

Mark moved his restless legs and contrived to 
knock down the fire-shovel. The noise awoke Caro- 
line. She stirred, and turned her opening eyes on 
her husband. 

** What was that ? Did anybody come in, Mark V 

" I threw over one of the fire-irons. I am sorry 
it disturbed you. They are always sticking out, 
tiresome things ! It's not a proper fender for a bed- 
room. Caroline, I have had a letter from Barker," 
he continued, rising in excitement and standing 
before her on the hearth-rug. ** It 's the most glorious 
news ! The thing 's realised at last.** 

"What thing?" asked Caroline, feebly, after a 
pause of bewilderment. 

** The thing he has had on hand so long, the great 
scheme he has been working for. Carine, I wish 
you could get better ! There 's eight hundred a year 
waiting for me in Paris ; and there '11 be an income 
of at least three thousand before six months are ov6r. 
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Three thousand for my share, you know. I 'm sure 
you would like living in Paris /' 
I She did not answer. Nothing was heard save the 

quick gasps of the panting breath, the result of ei^ees^ 
I ^ive weakness, or — of — something else coming very 

i near. Mark was struck with some change ia her 

j aspect, and bent down to her. 

^ Pon't you feel so well, Carina ?•' 
•* I — feel— w^ary," was all she answered, her voiqe 
' ominously low, 

« Where 's Sara, I wonder V said Mark. ^ 1 11 gp 
and send be? to you. You want 8omfJ beeft.tea, or 
something, I daresay/* 

Mark went down the stairs, meeting Sara o?l theio. 
In the drawing-rroom, with Miss Bettina, was Oswald 
Cray, who had just conie in. He was a frequent 
visitor now. 

The half-brothers shook hands, coldly enough. 
They were civil to each other always, but there CQuld 
never be cordiality between them. Not feecanse of 
the past ; but because they were so essentially dif- 
ferent in mind, in judgment, and in ^onduQt. 

" My luck has turned at last, Oswald," exclaimed 
Mark, impulsively. 

"lu what way?'* asked Oswald, who was leaning 
over the back of a ehair while he talked to Miss Bettina. 
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depths, in the exquisite features shaded by the mass 
of silky hair. You do not fail to recognise Mrs. 
Cray* Just now the eyes were closed, and she was 
dozing peacefully. 

At the opposite end of the hearth-rug, sitting rest- 
lessly in an easy chair, was Mark. Of late Mark had 
been rather prone to be as still and idle as his wife : 
the inert life wearied him, it chafed his spirit ; but 
there was no escape from it at present, and Mark 
Cray had perforce resigned himself to it, as an impri- 
soned bird resigns itself in time to its cage. Mark's 
future prospects were uncommonly vague : in fact 
they were as yet bounded by the old expectation- 
anchor, the "something" that was to **tum up," 
Any time in the past few weeks, his wife's death 
might have been expected, and Mark had yielded to 
the idleness of the circumstances, and been tranquil, 
Mr. Barker was away in Paris, and did not write ; 
the Wheal Bang affairs were going on to a comfort- 
able conclusion, and Mark was letting the future 
take care of itself. Strolling out for short walks; 
giving a quarter of an hour to the " Times" j wander- 
ing for a few minutes into the sitting-rooms and the 
presence of Miss Bettina, and lounging back in the 
easy chairs by the side of his wife—thus had Mark's 
recent days been passed. 
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And now it comes too late ! I shall ever regret it 
for her sake/' '^ 

" Eegret what V sharply interposed Miss Bettina. 

Mark replied by giving a summary of Barker's 
luck. Miss Bettina paused, knitting-needles in hand, 
her keen grey eyes fixed on Mark, as she tried to 
understand him. 

"Barker in luck!" she repeated, catching some 
of the words and the general sense. " Has he come 
into an estate in the moon ? Don't be a simpleton, 
Mark Cray." 

Mark Cray felt exasperated. Nothing angered 
him so much as for people to pretend to see these 
enchanting prospects with different eyes from his own. 
He had always been convinced it was done only to 
vex him. Poor Mark ! He turned to Oswald, and 
began expatiating upon the good fortune that was 
drawing so near ; and Oswald saw that it was of no 
use to try to stop him. The fever-mania had again 
taken hold of Mark. 

" What is the scheme, do you say ?" asked Oswald, 
just as he would have asked anything of a child ; and 
perhaps it was not altogether his fault that a sound 
of mockery was discernible in his tone. 

" It's connected with finance." 

" Oh !" said Oswald. 
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" It is the grandest thing that has been brought 
before the public for many a ^ear/' continued Mark, 
his voice impressive, his light eyes sparkling. " The 
very greatest " 

" Grander than the Great Wheal Bang ?" inoppor- 
tunely interposed Miss Bettina, Mark's earnest tones 
having enabled her to hear better than usual. 

" A hundred times grander," returned Mark, his 
mind too completely absorbed in the contemplation 
of the grandeur to detect the irony. '* That is, better, 
you know. Miss Bettina. The mine was very good ; 
but of course there was a risk attending that, from 
water or other causes, and the result unfortunately 
realised it. This is different Once the company is 
formed, and the shares are taken, it can't faiL Barker 
and I went through the thing together over and over 
again when he was in London : we had it all down 
before us in black and white : we allowed for every 
possible risk and contingency, and we proved that the 
thing could not fail^ if once organisedy 

Oswald listened quietly. Miss Bettina had lost 
the thread again. 

*The job was to organise the thing,** resumed 
Mark. '* It could not be done without money, and 
Barker — to speak the truth — found a difficulty in 
getting that. The money market was tight here, and 
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men don't care to specnlate when money^s not plen- 
tifuL He also required the co-operation of some 
French capitalist, who would pnt his name to it, 
some good man on the Bourse, and that was himl 
to get Those Frenchmen are all so narrow-minded, 
fight so shy. He knows two or three good English- 
men in Paris who were willing to go into it, and who 
helped Barker immensely with advice and introduc- 
tions, and that ; but they had no funds at command. 
However, it's all accomplished now. Barker has 
fought his way through impediments, and sur- 
mounted them. The company's formed, the preKmi- 
nary arrangements are successfully carried out, and 
fortune is at hand." 

« Whafs at hand?" asked Miss Bettina. 

" Fortune,'- repeated Mark. *' I shall takQ one 
of those nice little boxes in the Champs Elyseea 
Some of them are charming. Or perhaps only part 
of one if-^if Carine — dear! it is hard for her 
that this luck did not fall-in a year ago ! I wonder," 
broke off Mark, passing to another phase of his future 
visions, " I wonder whether, if it were possible to 
get Caroline over to Paris now, the change might 
benefit her?" 

"You think of residing in Paria ?" said Oswald. 

" Of course I do, Paris will be the centre of 
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operations. Barker wants me over there at once ; 
and the minute I join him I begin to draw at the 
rate of eight hundred a year. Just to go on with, 
you know, until the money falls in.** 

" Mark,** said Oswald, after a pause, " will it be 
of any use my saying a word of warning to you ?" 

** On what subject ?" returned Mark, looking up 
with surprise. 

*' On this subject. It seems to me that you are 
falling into another delusion : that the " 

"No, it will not be of any use," burst forth 
Mark in strange excitement. " I might have known 
beforehand that you'd turn out my enemy upon the 
point. If gold and diamonds were dropping down 
in a shower from the skies, you'd not stretch forth 
your hand to catch them. There's a mist before 
your eyes, Oswald, that prevents you seeing these 
things in their proper aspect." 

He began to pace the room, as he spoke, chafing 
considerably. Why was it that these little hints of 
warning awoke the irritation of Mark's spirit ? Could 
there be an under-current of doubt in his mind, 
whether Oswald was right and he wrong ? However 
it might be, one thing was certain — that no warning, 
let it come from whom it woidd, could do any good 
with Mark. 

Ill Q 
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And now it comes too late ! I shall ever regret it 
for her sake." '* 

" Eegret what ?" sharply interposed Miss Bettina. 

Mark replied by giving a summary of Barker's 
luck. Miss Bettina paused, knitting-needles in hand, 
her keen grey eyes fixed on Mark, as she tried to 
understand him. 

"Barker in luck!" she repeated, catching some 
of the words and the general sense. " Has he come 
into an estate in the moon ? Don't be a simpleton, 
Mark Cray." 

Mark Cray felt exasperated. Nothing angered 
him so much as for people to pretend to see these 
enchanting prospects with different eyes jfrom his own. 
He had always been convinced it was done only to 
vex him. Poor Mark ! He turned to Oswald, and 
began expatiating upon the good fortune that was 
drawing so near ; and Oswald saw that it was of no 
use to try to stop him. The fever-mania had again 
taken hold of Mark. 

" What is the scheme, do you say ?" asked Oswald, 
just as he would have asked anything of a child ; and 
perhaps it was not altogether his fault that a sound 
of mockery was discernible in his tone. 

" It's connected with finance." 

"Oh!" said Oswald. 
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for you in Paris, Carine," he resumed, his voice 
sounding as if he were on the verge of tears. " We'll 
live in the Champs Elys^es ; it is the loveliest spot^ 
and you can't fail to grow better there, if we can only 
get your disease to turn. Carine I don't leave 
me just when I am able to surround you with wealth • 
and luxury again ! This will be a greater and a surer 
thing than the Great Wheal Bang." 

*' Don't, Mark ! I am going to a better home." 

** But I can't let you go until I have atoned for 
the past ! I " 

" Hush, hush !" she interrupted. *' Mark ! if 
you only knew how welcome it is to me ! I am 
going to be at peace after all the turmoil. I am 
going to rest." 

'* Do you want to go V pursued Mark, half resent- 
fully. " Don't you care to get well ?" 

"I have not cared to get well since I came to 
England. That is, I have not thought I should," she 
returned between the gasps of her laboured breath. 
** When I heard the bell toll out for Prince Albert, I 
asked who was I that I shoulabe spared when he 
was taken ? The next world has seemed very near to 
me since then. As if the doors of it had been 
brought down to earth and stood always open." 

That the death of the prince, brought so palpably. 



340 OSWALD CBAT. 

as may be said, before her, had taken a great hold on 
the mind of Mrs. Cray, there was no doubt. Several 
times during her later weeks of iUness, she had alluded 
to it Her principal feeling in relation to it appeared 
to be that of gratitude. Not gratitude for his death ; 
there was only sorrow for that ; but for the strange 
impression it had left upon her own mind, the vista 
of the Hereafter. For the good and great prince to 
be taken suddenly from the earthly duties so much 
needing him, was only an earnest, had one been 
wanting, that he had entered upon a better and higher 
sphere. It seemed that he had but been removed a 
step; a step on the road towards heaven; and it 
most certainly in a measure had the eflfect of reconcil- 
ing her to her own removal, of tranquillising her 
weary heart, of bringing her thoughts and feelings 
into that state most fitting to prepare for it. Often 
and often had she awoke from a deep sleep, starting 
suddenly up and calling out, " I thought I heard St. 
Paul's bell again !" 

^ I wish the Great Wheal Bang had been in the 
sea !*' gloomily exclaimed Mark Cray, who was no 
more calculated for a scene, such as this, than a child, 
and had little more control over his tongue. " But 
for that mine turning out as it did, your illness might 
never have come on.'* 
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" Don't regret it, Mark," she feebly said. " God's 
hand was in all. I look back and trace it. But for 
the trouble brought to me then, I might never have 
been reconciled to go. It is so merciful ! God has 
weaned me from the world before removing me 
from it." 

Mark Cray drew a little back and stood gazing at 
his wife, a gloomy, helpless sort of expression on his 
countenance, as his right hand nervously pushed back 
his hair. Oswald was at the head of the sofa, Sara 
near to him, and Miss Bettina was at the far end of 
the room, looking after some comforting medicine 
drops. Thus there was a clear space before the sofa, 
and the red light from the fire played on Caroline's 
wasted features. That she was dying — dying sud- 
denly, as may be said — there could be no doubt. 

" If things had not turned out so crossly !" began 
Mark again. " I knew I should redeem the misfor^ 
tunes of that Wheal Bang. I always told you I 
should extricate myself, Caroline." 

" We shall all be extricated from our misfortunes 
here," came from her dying lips. " A few years more 
or less of toil, and strife, and daily care, and then 
redemption comes. Not the redemption that we 
work. Mark, if you could see things as I now 
see them ! When we are on the threshold of the 
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next world, our eyes are opened to the poor value of 
this. Its worst cares have been but petty trials, its 
greatest heart-ache was not worth the pang. They 
were but hillocks that we had to pass in our journey 
upwards, and God was always leading us. If we 
could but trust to him ! If we did but learn to 
resign our hands implicitly to his, and be led as little 
children 1^ 

Mark Cray felt somewhat awed. He began to 
doubt whether it were exactly the time and place to 
pour forth regrets after the misfortunes of the Great 
Wheal Bang, or enlarge on the future glories opening 
to him in the French capital. 

" It is so much better for me to be at rest ! God 
is taking me to the place where change and sickness 
cannot enter. I shall see Uncle Eichard : I shall 
see poor Eichard who went before him : I shall see 
papa and mamma, whom I have nearly forgotten. 
We all go, some sooner some later. This world lasts 
but a little minute ; that one is the home, the gather- 
ing-place. Mark, dear Mark ! the troubles here are 
of so little moment ; they are only trifling hindrances 
through wlxich we must bear on to Eternity. Oh, 
trust God ! They are all sent by Him/' 

There occurred an interruption. Mr. Welch, who 
had not been able to call before, that day, came in, 
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and the solemn feeling that had been stealing over 
those in the chamber gave place to the ordinary- 
routine of every-day event 

" Before the morning," the surgeon said when he 
left, in answer to a grave question put to him 
by Miss Bettina. 



CHAPTER LXIII. 

SIX MONTHS LATER. 

The first scenes of this story were laid In Halling- 
ham, and it is only well that it should close there. 
Well or not, it cannot be helped ; for the chief per- 
sonages you have met in its course were now gathered 
in that town. 

Caroline died in March, and this was the begin- 
ning of October; so you see several months have 
gone on in the year. The cold ungenial summer of 
1862 had come to an end, and the Great Exhibition, 
characteristic of the year, was drawing to an end 
also. Ah ! how we plan, and plot, and work, and a 
higher Hand mars it ! A higher wisdom than ours 
looks on, and overrules, and changes all things ! The 
one brave, earnest spirit, who had worked with all 
the energy of his true heart to bring about and per- 
fect that exhibition, was alone not spared to see its 
fruition. Was there a single heart, of all the multi- 
tudes that flocked to it, that was not weighed down 
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with a latent sense of the something wanting, and of 
^he exhibition's failure ? — of its failure in a general 
point of view, and of our own short-seeing helpless- 
ness. The gilt had been taken off the gingerbread. 

In the Abbey at Hallingham, settled in it, as she 
hoped, for life, was Miss Bettina. With the death of 
Mrs. Cray, aU necessity for Miss Davenal's remaining 
in London had ceased. In point of fact, it may be 
said to have ceased from the time Mark Cray and 
his wife went into Normandie; but she had stayed 
on. Very much disliking London, Miss Davenal 
made arrangements for leaving it as soon as she 
could do so with convenience, and in June had come 
back to HaUingham. Some difficulty arose about a 
residence ; Miss Davenal was not one who could be 
put anywhere. She possessed some houses of her 
own in the town, good ones, but they were let. Os- 
wald Cray it was who directed her attention to the 
Abbey. It had never been occupied since Mark's 
short tenancy of it ; and at last, after some few altera- 
tions had been made in it, to the increase of its in- 
door comfort. Miss Davenal took it on a lease and 
entered into possession. 

So far as human foresight may anticipate in this 
world of changes, she had settled down for life. The 
great barn of a drawing-room had been made into 
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two apartments — handsome both, and of good pro- 
portions; the one was the drawing-room still, the 
other was Miss Davenal's bed-chamber. A quiet, 
tranquil life she might expect to live here with her 
two handmaidens, Watton and Dorcas. 

For Watton had settled down also after her rov- 
ings, and come back to Hallingham. Watton had 
not lightly or capriciously resigned her superior 
situation in London ; but ever since the past winter, 
Watton had been ailing. She tried three or four 
doctors ; she took, as she said, quarts of physic ; 
but Watton could not get strong. There was no 
particular disorder, and she came at length to the 
conclusion that it must be London that disagreed with 
her ; and she gave notice to quit her place. So she 
was installed once more upper maid to Miss Davenal, 
and seemed since the change to have got well all 
one way. 

She would have more to do than she had in the 
old days at the doctor's, for there was no Neal now. 
Miss Davenal declined to try another man-servant, 
probably from a conviction that she should never 
replace the services of that finished and invaluable 
domestic. Miss Davenal was by no means con- 
vinced of the treachery attributed to him by Captain 
Davenal, and at odd moments was apt to look upon 
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the charge as emanating solely from the gallant 
captain's fanciful imagination. 

Neal himself was flourishing. Considering the 
precaution he took to keep himself right with the 
world, there was not much probability that he would 
ever be otherwise. Neal had entered on a situation 
with one of her Majesty's ministers ; his lordship's 
own personal attendant. It was to be hoped there'd 
be no opportunity afforded him of getting at any of 
the state secrets ! Ah, how many of these rogues are 
there, besides Neal, filUng confidential posts in the 
world ! Will it be so to the end of their career ? 
Will it be so with Neal ? I sometimes wonder. 

The Abbey was gay just now, in this same month 
of October, for Miss Davenal was entertaining a 
party in it. Sara had left it a fortnight past with 
Oswald Cray, and Captain Davenal, who had come 
down to give her away, had remained since, with 
his wife, on a visit to Miss Davenal He called her 
Aunt Bett still : but she was more cordial with 
him than she used to be, for she had learnt really 
to love the sweet young wife. She was in the habit 
of assuring him that Eose was a greater treasure 
than he deserved ; and in that he did not contradict 
her. 

Two other visitors at the abbey were Dick and 
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Leo. Poor Leo could not recover his health ; Mrs. 
Keen grew timid about him, and it was decided that 
he should go back to his native place, Barbadoes, for 
a short while, and see what that would do. • His father 
and mother felt persuaded it would eflfect wonders, 
and of course they thought nobody could take care of 
him as they could ; so Leo was on the point of sailing. 
Mr. Dick, tolerated in the capacity of visitor as a 
necessary evil for his brother's sake, had come home 
to Sara's wedding, and was allowed to remain still, 
to see the last of Leo. Dick found the Michaelmas 
holidays delightful. What with getting inside the 
jam-closets, and making raids on sundry neighbouring 
gardens where the pears and apples grew too abund- 
antly, and teasing Captain Davenal's son and heir — 
a noisy young gentleman, who promised to be another 
wicked Dick — and taking stealthy rides on the tops 
of the railway engines (lying out aU tempting on the 
opposite side to the pears and apples) Mr. Dick found 
the time pass charmingly. Captain Davenal took 
liim out shooting now and then, by way of a treat. 
One day that the captain was otherwise engaged, the 
gun disappeared, and Dick also ; and Miss Bettina 
went all but into a real fit, expecting nothing less 
than to see him brought home with his head shot 
off. Dick, however, reappeared with his head on. 
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ana a pheasant and a partridge in his hand, which 
he had shot and brought home in open triumph, de- 
fying the game-laws. Miss Bettina wondered how 
long it would be before Dick came to the gallows. 

There was one more visitor at the abbey. And 
that was Mark Cray. Mark, however, had been 
there but for a day or two, not for the wedding. He 
had come to bear off Leo Davenal : for the compagnon 
de voyage and protector of Leo to the West Indies, 
was to be no other than Mark. 

Mark Cray was down in feather. Dreadfully so. 
After his wife's death Mark had made his way to 
Paris, to enter upon the brilliant career he supposed 
to be in readiness for him. Not quite ready, however, 
he found when he got there ; some trifling prelimi- 
naries had to be completed yet Mark thought 
nothing of the check : he was sanguine ; Barker was 
sanguine ; it was only a little delay ; and Mark 
amused himself most agreeably, looking at the houses 
in the Champs Elysdes, against the time came that 
he should require to fix upon one. 

Mark's friends in England heard nothing of him 
until the middle of the summer ; and then Mark 
himself appeared among them uncommonly crest- 
fallen. That something was wrong, appeared evident. 
Mark gave little explanation, but news was gathered 
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from other sources. It appeared that Mr. Barker's 
grand project, with "finance" for it basis, had come 
to grief. At the very hour of its (expected) fruition, 
the thing had in some ingenious manner dropped 
through, and thereby entailed some temporary incon- 
venience, not to say embarrassment^ on its two warm 
supporters, Barker and Mark. Of course it was en- 
tirely undeserved ; a most cruel stroke of adverse, ill- 
natured fate ; but nevertheless both of them had to bow 
to it. Mark Cray came over to England ; and Barker 
was compelled to go into ignoble hiding, nobody but 
himself knew wliere, while he smoothed his ruffled 
plumes, and gathered his forces for a fresh campaign. 
Eeposing in quiet was all very well for Barker, 
who appeared to have some perpetual fund to draw 
upon somewhere : though, in point of fact, the man 
had not a penny in the world, and how he managed 
to get along in his tumbles down from luck, he alone 
could tell : but it was not well for Mark Cray. Mark 
had not the grand genius of Barker — or whatever you 
may please to call it — the talent of extracting funds 
from some quarter or other for daily wants. If Mark 
was not " in luck," Mark stood a chance of star vine:. 
When Mark went back to London, he had no home, 
no money, it may be said no friends ; and, but for 
liis meeting Captain Davenal one day accidentally, 
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Mark could not^ that he saw, have gone on at all. 
Later, some real luck did come to Mark. His late 
wife's friends — ^who had never been made acquainted 
with the grand expectations of the great Paris scheme 
— ^wrote to tell Mark that through the unexpected 
death of one of the medical men in Barbadoes, an 
excellent practice might be secured by him if he 
chose to go out and step into it. 

Be you very sure, Mark Cray did not hesitate. 
Hating the profession though he did, feeling an innate 
conviction within himself that he was ill-qualified for 
it, he yet decided to embrace it again as his calling 
and occupation in life. When it comes to starving 
with a man, there's not much choice. So the decision 
was made, and Mark Cray was going out immediately 
to Barbadoes, and was to take charge of Leopold 
Davenal. 

Once before you saw Miss Davenal waiting in 
that abbey for the return of a bridegroom and bride 
from their wedding-tour. She was so waiting in 
like manner now. Oswald Cray and his wife had 
stopped at Thorndyke for a day or two on their 
return, as they were now about to stop at Hal- 
lingham, on their way to their new home in Lon- 
don. 

Not as the guests 'of Sir PhUip Oswald. Sir 
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Philip had gone to that place where visiting is not ; 
and Sir Henry was the master of Thomdyke. He 
had wanted Oswald and Sara to stay the whole of 
their holiday there; but they had preferred a 
greater change. 

Miss Davenal sat in her drawing-room. The 
October sun was getting low, but still the expected 
guests had not arrived Near to Miss Davenal, 
nursing a dancing baby that would not be coaxed to 
stillness, was a pretty, gentle woman, Mrs. DavenaL 
Leo stood at the window, looking out, and Mark Cray 
sat in a distant chair, restless, and pushing back his 
hair as usual Mark did not altogether relish the 
expected presence of his half-brother; but there 
was no help for it. They had not met since Mark 
went off to Paris in the spring, largely telling 
Oswald that his debt to him would be paid with 
interest ere the year was out. 

" Is not that a carriage, Leo ? " 

" No, Aunt Bettina, it's a baker's cart going by." 

Miss Davenal caught enough of the reply to know 
that it was not what she asked after. ''Where's 
Eichard ? " she presently said. 

" I saw him over there on an engine just now," 
was Leo's answer, pointing towards the station. 

" He'll be brought home on one some day, blown 
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up. Eose, my dear, that baby is tiring you. Let 
Leo ring for the nurse." 

Mrs. Davenal laughed, and was about to say that 
the baby did not tire her and she would rather keep 
him, when Dick burst in. 

" It's coming down the road ; it will be here in a 
minute. Look, Aunt Bett ! " 

He dashed across the room to the window as he 
spoke. Example is contagious, and they all followed 
him. One of the Thorndyke carriages was drawing 
up to the door. Excitable Dick quitted the window 
and flew down again. 

They were soon in the room. Sara, with her sweet 
face at rest now, and Oswald behind her. A few 
moments given to greeting, and Sara had taken the 
baby, and Oswald was shaking "hands with his 
brother. 

*'I had no idea we should find you here, 
Mark." 

Mark answered, something which nobody could 
catch, and Captain Davenal came in. 

" Is Henry Oswald with you ? " 
" No," said Oswald. *' He will be in Hallingham 
to-morrow. He sadly wanted us to stay longer with 
him. Miss Bettina, and go on straight to London 
in Q 
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from Thorndyke. What would you have said to 
that?" 

** Thank you," said Miss Davenal, hearing it was 
impossible to say what ^ I shall be happy to see 
him." 

" Have you seen your old friends, Mark 1^ asked 
Oswald ; " have you been out much V 

" I have not been out at all, and I have seen none 
of them," responded Mark, gloomily. " I don't want 
to see them." 

" How's Mr. Barker ? Have you heard from him 
lately." 

"I heard the day before I came here," replied 
Mark, a shade of brightness rising to his counten- 
ance. " Barker has all the luck of it in this world. 
He is in something good again." 

" Again !" repeated Oswald, suppressing his strong 
inclination to laugh. 

" So he writes me word. It's something he has 
taken in hand and is going to perfect. If it comes 
to anything I shall return from Barbadoes and join 
him." 

"Oh," said Oswald. "Well, Mark, I hope you 
will have a pleasant voyage out there, and that you 
wiU find your journey all you can wish." 
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Dinner would soon be ready, and Sara was shown 
to her room. It overlooked the Abbey graveyard. 
She took off her bonnet and stood there, lost in many 
reminiscences of the past, in the changes that time 
had wrought^ in the uncertain contemplation of the 
future. What would be poor Mark Cray's future ? 
Would he abide at Barbadoes, applying himseK, as 
well as his abilities allowed him, to the pursuit' of 
his legitimate profession? — or would his unstable, 
weak mind be dazzled with these illegitimate and de- 
lusive speculations to the end, until they engulfed 
him? 

How strangely, wonderfully had they been 
brought through changes and their accompanying 
trials ! In this very room, where she now stood, 
Oswald had been born. The poor little boy, sent 
adrift as may be said without a home, motherless, as 
good as fatherless, had worked out his own way in 
the world, striving always to make a friend of God. 
Ah, when did it ever fail ? It is the only sure help 
in life. 

And what had her own later troubles been ; 
her cares, anxieties, sorrows? Looking back, Sara 
saw great cause to reproach herself : why had she so 
given way to despair ? It is true that she had never, 
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in a certain sense, a d^ree, lost her trust in God : 
but she had not believed there could be thislbright 
ending. A little ray of the setting sun was reflected 
on the tombstone formerlj noticed; it fell on the 
significant inscription, "Buried in misery." Sara 
wondered whether he, the unhappy tenant^ had never 
learned to abide in God. 

So absorbed was she in thought that she did not 
notice any one had come into the room, until a hand 
was laid upon her shoulder. It was her husband's. 
He put some letters down in the broad, old-fashioned 
window-seat. 

" They have been sent on to me here from the 
office," he explained, as Sara glanced at them. 
"Business letters, all. In one there's a bit of 
gossip, though : in Allister's.'^ 

" Is one of them from Allister ?" 

" Yes. Jane's going to be married. They have 
met with some Scotch gentleman out there, an old 
acquaintance of Jane's, and things are settled. 
Frank says his tongue is broad Scotch, and he can't 
understand half he says. Jane does, however, so it's 
all right." 

A smile played upon Sara's lips, as she thought 
of the past jealousy. She might tell her husband of 
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it some time. *'Does Mr. Allister keep well ?'^ she 
asked. 

"He has been quite well ever since he went 
there : he says very strong. I hope it has set him up 
for life. What were you thinking of so deeply, Sara, 
that you did not hear me come in?" 

*' At the moment, I was thinking of that evening 
when you and I met there, in the graveyard," she 
answered, pointing down to it. ** What a miserable 
evening it was !" 

" Don't dwell on it, love. / cannot, without a 
pang of shame." 

*'N"ay, but it is pleasant to look back upon it 
now, Oswald. It is pleasant to contrast that time 
with this.'' 

He shook his head with a sort of shiver, and 
relapsed into silence, his hand thrown round 
her. 

" Oswald," she resumed in a low tone, ** wov!t you 
tell me what your suspicion was?" 

" I will tell you some time, Sara ; not now. Oh, 
my wife, my wife, how much is there in the past for 
many of us to repent of!" he continued in what 
seemed an uncontrollable impulse. * And it is only 
through God's mercy that we do repent." 
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She laid her head upon his shoulder and let it 
rest there. Its safe abidiug-place, so long as the 
world, for them, should last 

Only through God's mercy ! My Mends, may it 
be shed on us all throughout our pilgrimage in this 
chequered life, and ever abide with us unto the end ! 
Fare you welL 



THE END. 
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it some time. "Does Mr. Allister keep well ?'^ she 
asked. 
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that you did not hear me come in ?" 

*' At the moment, I was thinking of that evening 
when you and I met there, in the graveyard," she 
answered, pointing down to it. " What a miserable 
evening it was !" 

" Don't dwell on it, love. / cannot^ without a 
pang of shame." 

"Nay, but it is pleasant to look back upon it 
now, Oswald. It is pleasant to contrast that time 
with this.** 

He shook his head with a sort of shiver, and 
relapsed into silence, his hand thrown round 
her. 

" Oswald," she resumed in a low tone, *' worCt you 
tell me what your suspicion was ?" 

" I will tell you some time, Sara ; not now. Oh, 
my wife, my wife, how much is there in the past for 
many of us to repent of!" he continued in what 
seemed an uncontrollable impulse. ** And it is only 
through God's mercy that we do repent." 
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